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A B V E R T I S E M E N T. 



S none of the liberal fciences can afford « 



than poetry, fo it is prefomed, that a judicious 
coIle£Uon of agreeable and inilrudive poems can 
niever be unfeafonable. Muiic raviihes the ear» 
and aifedls die ibul ; but its fweet enchantment is 
of ihort duration : A £ne piece of painting, if 
carefully preferved, will mellow into perfection, 
and perhaps continue the admiration of mankind for 
fome centuries ; but the works of the poet live 
for? ever. We muft, however, except -thofe pieces, 
which, though intrinfically of the kighell merit, 
yet, being publiihed in a loofe, carelefs, or in- 
elegant manner, muft of courfe, in u Hiort time, 
periih in the;V'>reck of i^blivion. I'o preferve ibme 
of thefe . fpilnted prodii'Stions, which have been 
thus unfortunately negieftpd, is one part of the 
delign of this publication. But it will be proper 
briefly to inform ^thq readme/ ofth« nature of our plan. 
Firft then, we propofe once a month (for one year 
only) to publifh a imall volume of poems, printed 
in an elegant manner; each of which will take 
its title from the month at the conclufion of which 
it is publiihed, and be introduced with fome ori- 
ginal poems, particularly defcriptive of its proper 




nobler entertainment to the human mind 
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month : s^terwaids will be added variety of pieces 
that are either amufmg or inftrudlive (and at the 
iame time not immoral), which, though of ttal 
merit, have pafled through the world unnoticed : 
Full many a flower is bom to blufh unieen^ 
And wafte its fweetnefs on the defert air. 
Though it muft be confeifed, that our plan is 
of an exteniive nature, yet we do not in the leaft 
de(pair of bringing it to a conliderable degree of 
perfe^n ; as we have laid in a very large fund of 
fcarce and valuable poems, are poflefled of many 
original pieces, and have the promife of afliilance 
from gentlemen of the moft celebrated names, the 
moft acknowledged tafle, and the moil diftinguifhcd 
genius. 

• 

Dec. 24/: • V ^iiNji^jTAWKES. 
1761. ... • *. ..JVIi-CjAMVOTY. 
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ODE TO JANUARY. 

Inflexam diftundit Aquarius urnam* 




UNfold the gates of ever-flowing tim©— - . 
Lo ! mantled in a ihowery cloud. 
While round him rough winds thunder loud, 
Aquarius fprinkles o'er 
Of winter's hoary clime 
The adamantine floor : 
He pours theTyber and the Nile, 
To reoQttpeil^lAMAi^ year's fpoiL 

*Tis he ! the two-fac'd Janus comes in view j 
Wild hyacinths his robe adorn, 
And fnow-drops, rivals of the morn : 

He Ipums the Goat afide. 

But fmiles upon the new 

Emerging year with pride : 
And now unlocks, with agat key. 
The ruby gates of orient day. 

1^ '^•JiS.'S* 
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Mars and Bellona now fulpend the war 1 
Their red hoof 'd fteeds, with battle worn, 
. To their long vacant ftalls return : 
In icy fetters bound. 
Beneath th' Antartic ftar. 
Seas burfl their frozen mound. 
Far fouthern feas, released and free, 
£&apfc, and ruih to liberty 

Thus let my ibnl, Ibeleaguer'd long with care^ 
Pind virtue's calm, fequcfter'd feat, 
Afid trace the veHige of her feet : 
May each impafiion'd thought 
Meet a {afe harbour there. 
Deem the low world as nought. 
And freed from folly's magic chain. 
To wiUdom's lore return again. 



WINTER. 
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WINTER. 
AN ODE. 

NO more the morn, with tepid rays. 
Unfolds the flow'rs of various hue j 
Noon ipreads no more the genial blaze j 

Nor gentle eve diftils the dew : 
The lingering Jiours prolong the nighty 
Ufurping daritnefs ihares the day ; 
• Her mifts reftr^in the force of light. 
And Phoebus holds a doubtful fway : 
By gloomy twilight half revealM, 

With fighs we view the hoary hill. 
The leaflefs wood, the naked field. 

The fnow-topt cot, the frozen rill. 
No muiic warbles thro' the grove, 

No vivid colours paint the plain. 
No more with devious fteps I rove 

Thro' verdant paths, now fought in vain ! 
Aloud the driving tempeft roars, 

Congeal'd, impetuous fhow'rs defcend ; 
Hafte, clofe the window, bar the doors. 

Fate leaves me Stella, and a friend. 
In nature's aid, let art fupply 

With light and heat my little fphere ; 
Roufe, roufe the fire, and pile it high, 
Xi^ht up a conllellauon Vieie* 
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Let mufic found, the voice of joy. 

Or mifth repeat the jocund tale : 
Let love his wanton wiles employ. 

And o'er the feafon wine prevail. 
Yet time life's dreary winter brings. 

When mirth's gay tale fhall pleafe no more, 
Kor mafic charm, tho' Stella fings. 

Nor love nor wine the fpring reftore. 
Catch then, O I catch the tranfient hour. 

Improve each moment as it flies ; 
Life's a fhort fummer, man a flow^. 

He dies ! alas ! how foon he dies I 



WINTER. 
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W I N T E R. 
A PASTORAL BALLAD. 

Felices ter^ Sc amplius 

Quos irrupta tenet copula, Hor.. 

WHen the trees are all bare, nOt a leaf to be feen. 
And the meadows their beauty have lo(l ; 
When nature's difrob'd of her mantle of green. 

And the ftreams are fall bound with the froft : 
While the peafant, inaftive, ftands fliivering with 
As bleak the winds northerly blow ; [cold. 
And the innocent flocks run for eafe to the fold. 

With their fleeces befprinkled with fnow : 
In the yard when the cattle are fodder'd with ftraw. 

And they fend forth their breath like a fleam ; 
And the neat looking dairy-maid fees flie muft thaw 

Flakes of ice that flie finds in the cream : 
When the fweet country maiden, as frefli as a rofe. 

As flie carelefly trips, often Aides ; 
And the nifties laugh loud, if by falling ftie fliows 

All the charms that her modefly hides : 
When the lads and the laflfes for company join'd. 

In a crowd round the embers are met ; 
Talk of fairies and witches that ride on the wind. 
And of ghofts, till they're all in a fweat : 
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Heav'n grant in this feafbn it may be my lot. 

With the nymph whom I love and admire. 
While the icicles hang from the eves of my cot, 

I may thither in fafety retire ! 
Where in neatnefs and quiets and free from furprize. 

We may live, and no hardfhips endure ; 
Nor feel any turbalent paffions ariie. 

But fttch as each other may cure. 



A DE- 
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A DESCRIPTION OF WINTER^ 



Rom frozen climes, and endlefs tracks of fnow. 



JL From ftreams which, northern winds forbid tcr> 
What prefent fhali the mufe to Dorfet bring ; [flow. 
Or how, fo near the pole, attempt to fing ? 
All pleaiing objeds, which to verie invite. 
The hoary winter here conceals from fight. 
The hills, and dales, and the delightful woods^ 
The flowery plains, and filvcr-llreaming floodsr 
By fnow difguis'd, in bright confufion lie^ 
And with one dazzling waile fatigue the eye. 
No gentle bceathing breeze prepares the fpring ; 
No birds within tiis defert region fing ; 
The fliips, unmov'd, the boiHerous winds defy» 
While rattling chariots o'er the ocean fly : 
The vail Leviathan wants room to play. 
And fpout his waters in the fiice of day : 
The (larving wolves along the main fea prowlr 
And to the moon in icy valleys howl : 
O'er many a (hining league the level main 
Here fpreads itfelf into a glafiy plain : 



BY MR. AMBROSE PHILIPS. 



TO THE EARL OF DORSE Tr 



Copenhagen, March 9, 1719* 
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There folid billows of enormous fize, 

Alps of green ice, in wild diforder rife. 

And yet but lately have I feen, ev'n here. 

The winter in a lovely drefs appear. 

Ere yet the clouds let fall the treafur'd fnow. 

Or winds began thro' hazy fkies to blow ; 

At evening a keen eaftern breeze arofe, 

And the defcending rain unfuUy'd froze. 

Soon as the filent fhades of night withdrew. 

The ruddy mom difclos'd at once to view 

The face of nature in a rich difguife. 

And brighten'd every object to my eyes. 

For every fhrub, and every blade of grafs. 

And every pointed thorn, feem'd wrought in glafs ; 

la pe^ls and rubies rich the ha>\thorns fhow, 

W^ulcthro' the ice the crimfon berries glow : 

^Ke thick-fprung reeds,which watery marfhes yield, 

Seem'd polifh'd lances in a hoftile field : 

The flag, in limpid currents, with furprize. 

Sees cryilal branches on his forehead rife : 

The fpreading oak, the beech, and towering pine, 

Glaz'd over, in the freezing aether fhine : 

The frighted birds the rattling branches Ihun, 

Which wave and glitter in the diflant fun. 

When, if a fudden gull of wind arife. 

The brittle fbrefl into atoms flies : 

The crackling wood beneath the tempefl bends. 

And in a fpangled (how'r the profpedt ends* 
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Or, if a fouthem gale the region wann> 

And by degrees unbind th^ winter^ charm : 

The traveller a niiry country fees. 

And joumies fad beneath the dropping trees. , 

Like fome deluded peafant. Merlin leads 

Thro' fragrant bowers, and thro* delicious meads ; 

While here enchanted gardens to him rife. 

And airy fabrics there attrad his eyes : 

His wandering feet the magic paths purfue ; 

And while he thinks the fair illufton true. 

The tracklefs fcenes difjperfe in Buid air. 

And woods, and wilds, and thorny ways appear ; 

A tedious road the weary wretch returns. 

And, as he goes, the tranfient vi£on mourns. 
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ON CAPTAIN FORRESTER'S 

TRAVELLING TOTHB HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLA'Nft 
IN WINTBK, ANNO 1727. INCOG. 

O' E R Caledonia's ruder Alps, 
While Forrefier puHu'd his way. 
The mountains veil'd their rugged fcalps. 

And wrapt in (how and wonder lay 1 
Each fylvan god, each rural power, 
Peep*d out to fee the raree-fhow ; 
And all conftfs'd, that, till that hour. 

They ne'er had feen ib bright a beau* 
Nay yet, and more I dare advance, 
The ftory true, as aught in print. 
All nature round, in complaifance. 

And imitation, took the hint. 
The fields that whilome only bore 

Wild heath, or clad at beft with oats, 
Deipis'd thefe humble weeds, and wore 

Rich fpangled doublets, and lac'd coats. 
The hills were perriwigg'd with fnow ; 

Pig-tails of ice hung on each tree ; 
The winds turnM powder-pufFs ; and, lo> 
On every ihrub a fharp toupee i 



With 
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With filver clocks the river gods 

Appear'd ; and fome will take their oath. 
Or lay at leaft a thoufand odds» . 

The clouds faliving fpit white fe)th« 
The youth abafh'd thus to funrcy 

So rude a fcene himfelf outdo. 
His fprightly genius to di^lay» , 

Refolv'd on fomethkig odd and new : 
All things he found were grown genteel^ 

Which made him deem it a-propo> 
To be alone in diihabile, 

A Forreiler^ and not a beau. 



[ iZ ] 



ON THE WINTER SOLSTICE. 
M.D.CC.XL. 



iHE radiant ruler of the year 



Soon to reverfc the long career. 

And northward bend his golden reins* 
Prone on Potofi's haughty brow - 
His fiery ilreams incefTant flow. 
Ripening the filver's duftile (lores ; 
While, in the cavern's horrid (hade. 
The panting Indian hides his head. 
And oft th' approach of eve explores. 

But lo, on this deferted coaft 

How faint the light ! how thick the air ! 
Lo, arm'd with whirlwind, hail and froft. 
Fierce winter defolates the year. 

The fields refign their chearful bloom ; 

No more the breezes waft perfume ; 
No more the warbling waters roll : 

Deferts of fnow fatigue the eye. 

Black ftoims involve the louring (ky. 
And gloomy damps opprefs the foul. 



BY I>R. AKENSIDB* 




At length his wint'ry goal attains^ 



Now 
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Now thro' the town promiicuoas throngs 

Urge the warm bowl and ruddy fire ; 
Harmonious dances, feftive fongs. 

To charm the midnight hours conipire. 
While mute and ihrinking with her fears. 
Each blail the cottage-matron hears. 

As o'er the hearth flic fits alone : 
At morn her bridegroom went abroad. 
The night is dark, and deep the road ; 

She fighs. Mid wiihes him at home. 

But thou» my lyre, awake, arife. 
And hail the fun's remoteft ray ; 
Now, now he climbs the northern ikies. 
To-morrow nearer than to-day. 
Then louder howl the ftormy waller 
Be land and ocean woHe defac'd. 
Yet brighter hours are on the wing ; 
And fancy thro' the wintry glooms. 
All frefli with dews and opening blooms, 
Already hails th' emerging fpring. 

O fountain of the golden day ! 

Could mortal vows but urge thy fpeed. 
How foon before thy vernal ray ^ 
Should each unkindly damp recede ! 
How foon each hovering tempeft fly. 
That now fermenting loads the flcy, 
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prompt oar heads to borft amain. 
To rend the fbreft from the-fteep^ 
Or thundering o'er the Baltic deep 

To whelm the merchant's hopes of gain ! 

But let not man's uneqaal views 

Prefume on nature and her laws ; , 
*Tis his with gratefbl joy to ufe 

Th' indulgence of the ibvereign cauie ; 
Secure that health and beauty fprings. 
Thro' this majeftic frame of things. 

Beyond what he can reach to know. 
And that heav'n's all-fubduing will^ 
With good the progeny of ill. 

Attemper? every Hate below. 

How pleafing wears the wint'ry night. 
Spent with the old illuibious dead ! 
While, b^ the taper's trembling lights 
I feem thofe awful courts to tread 
Where chiefs and legiilators lie, 
Whofe triumphs move before my eye 
With every laurel frefii difplay'd ; 
While charm'd I tafte th' Ionian fong; 
Or bend to Plato's god>like tongue 
Refounding thro' the olive lhade. 
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Sut if the gay, wdl-natiir'd fxiend 

Bids leave the ftudions page awhile^ 
Then eafier joys the fool iinbendy 
:And teach the brow a ibfter fmile ; 
Then while the genial gla& is paid 
By each to her, that fiiireft maid, 
"Whofe radiant eyes his hopes obey. 
What lucky vows his bofbm warml 
While abfence heightens every chann« 
And love invokes returning May. 

May ! thou delight of hcav'n and earth. 

When will thy happy morn arife ? 
When the dear place which gave her birth 

Reftore Lucinda to my eyes ? 
There while fhe walks the wonted grove. 
The feat of mufic and of love. 

Bright as the one primaeval fair, , 
Thither, ye filver-founding lyres. 
Thither, gay fmiles and young deilres^ 

Chaile hope and mutual faith repair. 

And if believing love can read 

The wonted foftnefs in her eye, 
Then lhall my fears, O charming maid. 

And every pain of abfence die ^ 
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Then ofter to thy name attun'd. 
And riiing to diviner ibund» 

I'll wake the free Horatian fong : 
Old Tyne fliall liften to my tale. 
And echo, down the bordering vale. 

The liquid melody prolong. 
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And the raih fbol> who fcom'd the beaten road. 
Dares quake at thunder, and confefs his God. 
The brainlefs ftripUng, who, expelled the town> 
Damn'd the itifF college and pedantic gown, 
Aw'd by thy name, is dumb, and thrice a week 
Spells uncouth Latin, and pretends to Greek. 
A fauntring tribe ! fuch born to wide efbtes. 
With yea and no in fenates hold debates : 
At length defpis'd, each to his fields retires, 
Firil with the dogs, and king amidft the 'fquires ; 
From pert to ftupid finks fupinely down. 
In youth a coxcomb, and in age a clown. 
Such readers fcorn'd, thou wing'ft thy daring flight 
Above the flars, and tread'll the fields of light ; 
Fame, heav'n and hell, are thy exalted theme. 
And vifions fuch as Jove himfelf might dream ; 
Man funk to flavery, tho' to glory bom, 
Heav'n's pride when upright, and deprav'd his fcom. 
Such hints alone could Britifti Virgil lend. 
And thou alone deferve from fuch a friend : 
A debt fo borrowed, is illuftrious fhame. 
And fame when (har'd with him is double fame. 
So flu(h*d with fweets, by beauty's queen beftow'd. 
With more than mortal charms JEnests glow'd. 
Such generous ftrife Eugene and Malbro* try. 
And as in glory, fo in friendftiip vie. 
Permit thefe lines by thee to live — nor blame 
A mufe that pants and languifhes for fame ; 

C 2 ^LV-aX 



[ «» ] 

That fears to fmk when humbler themes fhe fmgs. 
Loft in the mafs of mean forgotten things : 
Receiv'd by thee, I propheCy, my rhimes 
The praife of virgins in fucceeding times : 
Mixt witii thy works, their life no bounds fhall fee. 
But ftand pretedled, as infpir'd, by thee. 
So fome weak fhoot, which clfe would poorly rife, 
Jove's tree adopts, and lifts him to the fkies ; 
Thro' the new pupil foftering juices flow, 
Thruft .forth the gems, and give the flowers to blow 
Aloft ; immortal reigns the plant unknown. 
With borrow'd life, and vigour not Jiis owm 
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TO MR. ADDISON, 

On H19 aPERA OF ROSAMOND. 

BY THE SAME. 

— Nc forte pudori 
Sit' tibi mufa lyne folers^ & cantor Apello. 

TH E opera firft Italian mafters taught, 
Enrich'd with fongs, but innocent of thought ; 
Britannia's learned theatre difdains 
Melodious trifles, and enervate flrains ; 
And blufties, on h«r injur'd ftage to fee 
Nonfenfe well-tun'd, and fweet ftupidity. 
No charms are wanting to thy artful fong. 
Soft as Corelli, and as Virgil ftrong. 
From words fo fweet new grace the notes receive. 
And mufic borrows helps, fhe us'd to give. 
Tby ftyle has match'd what antient Romans knew. 
Thy flowing numbers far excel the new. 
Their cadence in fuch eafy found convey'd. 
That height of thought may feem fuperfluous aid ; 
Yet in fuch charms the noble thoughts abound. 
That needlefs feem the fweets of eafy found. 
Landfcapcs how gay the bowery grotto yields. 
Which thought create^ and lavifli fancy builds ! 

C 3 ^"ftsSL 
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What art can trace the vilionary fcenes, 
Tl^e flowery groves, and everlafting greens. 
The babling founds that mimic echo plays. 
The fairy ihade, and Its eternal maze ? 
Nature and art in all their charms combin'd ! 
And all Elylium to one view combin'd ! 
Nd farther could imagination roam. 
Till Vanbrugh fram'di and Marlbro' rais'd the dome. 
Ten thou&nd pangs my anxious bofom tear. 
When drown'd in tears 1 fee th' imploring fair ; 
When bards lefs foft the moving words fupply, 
A feeming juiHce dooms the nymph to die ; 
But here fhe begs, nor can fhe beg in vain ; 
In dirges thus expiring fwans complain ; 
Each verfe fo fwells expreffive of her woes. 
And every tear in lines fo mournful flows ; 
We, fpite of fame, her fate revers'd believe. 
Overlook her crimes, and think ihe ought to live. 
Let joy falute fair Rofamonda's fhade. 
And wreaths of myrtle crown the lovely maid. 
While now perhaps with Dido's ghoft fhe roves. 
And hears and tells the llory of their loves. 
Alike they mourn, alike they blefs their fate. 
Since love, which made 'em wretched, makes 'em 
Nor longer that relentlefs doom bemoan, [great: 
Which gain'd a Virgil, smd an Addiibn. 
Accept, great monarch of the Britifh lays, 
TJie tribute fong an humb!^ fubjed pays. 
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So tries the artlefs lark her early flight, 
And ibarSy to hail the god of veHe, and light. 
Unrival'd as unmatch'd be flill thy ^me, 
And thy own laurels fhade thy cnvy'd name : 
Thy name, the boafl of all the tuneful quire. 
Shall tremble on ihs {brings of every lyre ; 
Who reads thy work, fhall own the fwcet furprize. 
Ami view tky Kofamoitd with Henr/s eyes. 



TO 
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TO MR. ADDISON, 
On his tragedy of cato* 
by the same. 

TOO long has love engrofs'd Britannia's fl:agc> 
And funk to foftnefs all our tragic rage i 
By that alone did empires fall or rife. 
And fate depended on a fair one's eyes : 
The fweet infedion, mixt with dangerous art, 
Debas'd our manhood, while it footh'd the heart. 
Thou fcorn'ft to raife a grief thyfelf muft blame. 
Nor from our weaknefs Heal a vulgar fame : 
A patriot's fall may juftly melt the mind, 
And tears flow nobly, fhed for all mankind. 
How do our fouls with generous pleafure glow I 
Our hearts exulting, while our eyes o'erflow. 
When thy firm hero ftands beneath the weight 
Of all his fufferings venerably great ? 
Rome's poor remains ftill fheltering by his lide. 
With confcious virtue, and becoming pride. 
The aged oak thus rears his head in air. 
His fap exhaufled, and his branches bare, 
'Midft ftorms and earthquakes, he maintains his ftatc, 
Fixt deep in earth, and failen'd by his weight : 

His 
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Mis naked boughs (till lend the fhepherds aid* 
And his old trunk proje^ an awful (hade. 
Amidfl the joys triumphant peace beftows. 
Our patiots fadden at his glorious woes> 
A while they let the world's great bufinefs wait> 
Anxious for Rome» and figh for Cato's fate. 
Here taught how antient heroes rofe to fame. 
Our Britons crowd, and catch the Roman flame. 
Where ftates and fenates well might lend an ear. 
And kings and priefls without a bluih appear* 
France boafts no more, but, fearful to engage. 
Now firft pays homage to her rivars ilage, 
Hailes to learn thee, and learning ihall fubniit 
Alike to Britifh arms, and Britiih wit : 
No more fhe'll wonder, forc'd to do us right. 
Who think like Romans, could like Romans fight* 
Thy Oxford fmiles this glorious work to fee. 
And fondly triumphs in a fbn like thee. 
The fenates, confuls, and the gods of Rome, 
Like old acquaintance at their native home. 
In thee we find : each deed, eadi word expreft. 
And every thought that fwell'd a Roman breaft, . 
We trace each hint that could thy foul inlpire 
With Virgil's judgment, and with Lucan's fire; 
Wc know thy worth, and give us leave to boaft. 
We moSt admire, becaufe we know thee rnofl* 
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THE ROYAL PROGRESS. 



BY THE 5 AMI. 




'Hen Bnuifwick firil appear'dy each honeft 



In^t on vetfe» difdain'd the rules of art ; 
For him the kmg&ers, in unmeafur'd odes, 
Debas'd Alcides, and dethroned the gods. 
In golden chains the kings of India led» 
Or rent the turban from the fultan's head. 
One» in old fables, and the pagan ftrain. 
With nymphs and tritons, wafts him o'er the main ; 
Another draws fierce Lucifer in arms. 
And fills th' infernal region with alarms ; 
A third awakes fbme druid, to foretell 
Each future triumph, from his dreary cell. 
Exploded fancies ! that in vain deceive. 
While the mind naufeates what fhe can't believe. 
My mufe th' expeded hero fhall purfue 
From clime to dime, and keep him £611 in view : 
His ihining march defcribe in faithful lays. 
Content to paint him, nor prefume to praife ; 
Their charms, if charms they have, the truth fup- 
And from the theme unlabour'd beauties rife, [plies. 
By longing nations for the throne defign'd. 
And call'd to guard the rights of human-kind ; 



heart. 



With 
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With fecret grief his godlike foul repines. 
And Britain's crown with joylefs loflre fhines, 
While prayers and tears his deftin'd progrefs ftay. 
And crowds of mourners choak their fovereign's way. 
Not fo he mardh'd, when hc^e fquadrons ftood 
In fcenes of death, and fir'd his generous blood ; 
When his hot courier paw'd th' Hungarian plain. 
And adver(e legions flood the (hock in vain. 
His frontiers paft, the Belgian bounds he views. 
And crofs the level fields his march purfues. 
Here pleas'd the land of freedom to furvey* 
He greatly fcoms the thirft of boundlefs fway* 
O'er the thin foil, with filent joy, he fpies 
Tran^lanted woods, and borrowed verdure rife; 
Where every meadow won with toil and blood. 
From haughty tyrants and the raging flood. 
With fruits and flowers the careful hind fupplies. 
And cloaths the marihes in a rich difguife. 
Such wealth for frugal hands doth heaven decree. 
And fuch thy gifts, celeftial liberty ! 
Thio' ftately towns, and many a fertile plain. 
The pomp advances to the neighbouring main. 
Whole nations croud around with joyful cries. 
And view the hero with infatiate eyes. 
In Haga's towers he waits, till eaftem gales 
Propitious rile to fwell the Britiih fails. 
Hither the fame of England's monarch brings 
The vows and friendfliips of the neighb'rin^kin^s; 
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IV^ature in wifdom, hh exteniive miml 
Takes in the blended intereib of mankindr 
The world's great patriot. Calm thy anxious breai!» 
Secure in him, O Europe, take thy reft ; 
-Henceforth thy kingdwns fliall remain confined 
By rocks or ftreams, the mounds which heav'n de^* 
fign'd; 

The Alps their new-made monarch fliall* reftrain. 
Nor fhall thy hills, Pirene, rife in vain. 
But fee ! to Britain^s ifle the fquadrons ftand. 
And leave the finking towers^ and leifening land* 
The royal bark bounds o'er the floating plain. 
Breaks thro' the billows, and divides the main. 
Ofe the vaft deep, great monarch, dart thine eyes, 
A watery profpeft bounded by the fkies : 
Ten thbufand veffels, from ten thoufand fhores. 
Bring gums and gold, and either India's ftores : 
Behold the tributes haftening to thy throne. 
And fee the wide horizon all thy own : 
Still is it thine ; tho' now the chearful crew 
Hail Albion's cliffs, juft whitening to the view: 
Before the wind with fwelling iails they ride. 
Till Thames receives them in his opening tide. 
The monarch hears the thundering peals around. 
From trembling woods and echoing hills rebound. 
Nor miffes yet, amid the deafening train. 
The roarings of the hoarfe refounding main. 



As 
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As in the Jood lie iails, from cither fide 
He views kiogdom in its nual pride ; 
A various icene the wide ipread landfcape yields^ 
O'er rich enclofuresy and luxuriant fields : 
A lowing herd each fertile pafhire fills, 
Andiliftant flocks ftray o'er a thoufand hills. 
Fair Greenwich, hid in woods, with new delight. 
Shade above ihade, now rifes to the fight : 
Hx woods ordain'd to vifit every Ihore, 
And guard the ifland which they grac'd befooe* 
The fun now rolling down the weftem way* 
A blaze of fires renews the fading day-; 
Unnumber'd barks the regal barge infold. 
Brightening the twilight with its beamy gold ; ^ 
Lefs thick the finny fhoals, a countlefs fiy. 
Before the whale or kingly dolphin fly. 
In one vaft fliout he ieeks the crouded ftrand. 
And in a peal of thunder gains the land. 
Welcome, great ftranger, to our longing eyes. 
Oh ! 4dng defir'd, adopted Albion cries. 
For thee the eaft brcath'd out a profperous breeze. 
Bright were the funs, and gently fwell'd the feas. 
Thy prefence did each doubtful heart compofe^ 
And fadiions wonder'd that they once were foes. 
That joyful day they loll each hoilile name, 
The fame their afpeft, and their voice the fame- 
So two fair twins, whoie features were defign'd 
At one foft moment in the mother's mind. 
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Show each the other with refiedked grace. 

And the fame beauties bloom in either face ; 

TJie puzzled ftrangers which is which enquire ; 

Deluiion grateful to the fmiling fire. 

From that fair * hill, where hoary fagcs boaft 

To name the ftars, and count the heavenly ho&p 

By the next dawn doth great AuguHa rife. 

Proud town } the nobleft fcene beneath the ikies. 

O'er Thames her thoufand fpires their lufbre ihed. 

And a VafI: navy hides his ample bed, 

A floating forefl. From the diflant flrand 

A line of golden carrs fb-ikes o'er the land : 

Britannia's peers in pomp and rich array. 

Before their king, triumphant, lead the way* 

Far as the eye can reach, the gaudy train, 

A bright proceffion, fhines along the plain. 

So, haply, through the heaven's wide pathlefs ways 

A comet draws a long extended blaze ; 

From eaft to wefl bums through th' ethereal frame. 

And half heaven's convex glitters with the flame. 

Now to the regal towers fecurely brought. 

He plans Britannia's glories in his thought ; 

Refumes the delegated power he gave. 

Rewards the faithful, and reftores the brave. ^ 

Whom lhall the mufe from out the fhining throng 

Seleft, to heighten and adorn her fong ? 



• Mr. Flamilead's houfe. 

Thee, 
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Thee, Hallifax. To thy capadons mind» 
O man approved, is Britain's wealth confign'd! 
Her coin, while NaiTau foaght> debas'd and rudCf 
By dice in beauty and in truth renew'd, ' 
An ardnous work ! again thy charge we (ee. 
And thy own care once more returns to thee. 
O ! form'd in every A:ene to awe and pleaie. 
Mix wit with pomp, and dignity with eafe : 
Tho! call'd to fhine aloft, thou wilt not kom 
To fmile on am thyielf did once adorn : I*. 
For this thy name facceeding time (hall praife. 
And envy lefs thy garter, than thy bays. 
The mttfe» if fir'd with thy enlivening beams. 
Perhaps ihall aim at more exalted themes. 
Record our monarch in a nobler flrain. 
And fing the opening wonders of his reign ; 
Bright Carolina's heavenly beauties trace» 
Her valiant confort, and his blooming race. 
A train of kings their fruitful love fupplies, 
A glorious fcene to Albion's ravifh'd eyes ; 
Who fees by Bruniwick's hand her fcepter fway'd. 
And through his Une from age to age convey'd. 



AN 
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AN ODE, 



OCCASIONED BY HIS EXCELLENCY THE EARL 
OF :STANHOFE's VOYAGE TO FRANCE. 



AIR daughter once of Windfor's woods ! 



J? In fafety o'er the rowling floods 
Britannia's boaft and darling care. 
Big with the fate of Europe, bear. 
May winds propitious on his way 
The minifter of peace convey ; 
Nor rebel wave, nor riling fborm 
Great George's liquid realms deform. 

Our vows are heard. Thy crowded fails 
Already fwell with weflem gales ; 
Already Albion's coaft retires. 
And Calais multiplies her ipires z 
At length has royal Orleans pi«il. 
With open arms, the well-known guell ; 
Before in facred friendfhip join'd. 
And now in counfels for mankind : 



BY THE ^AME. 




WhilA his clear fchemes our patriot (hows. 
And plans the threaten 'd world's repofe, 

They 
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They fix each haughty monarch's dbomv 
And blefs whole ages yet to come. 
Henceforth great Brunfwick ftiall decree 
What flag muft awe the Tyrrhene fca ; 
For whom the Tufcan grape fliall glow ; 
And fruitfiil Arethufa flow. 

See in firm league wi^ Thames combine^ 
The Seine, the Maefe, and difbmt Rhine I 
Nor, Ebro, let thy fingle rage 
With half the warring world engage. 
Oh ! call to mind thy thouiands flain,. 
And Almanara's fatdl plain ; 
While yet the Gallic terrors fleep. 
Nor Britain thunders from, the deep*. 



PRO- 



PRO LOGUE, 



TO THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD. 



Hat kings henceforth ihall reign, what Hates 



Is fix'd at length by Anna's juft decree : 
Whofe brows the mufe's facred wreath fhall fit 
Is left to you, the arbiters of wiu 
With beating hearts the rival poets wait, 
Till you, Athenians, fliall decide their fate ; 
Secure, when to thefe learned feats they come. 
Of equal judgment, and impartial doom. 
Poor is the player's fame, whofe whole renown 
Is but the praife of a capricious town ; 
While with mock-majefty, and fancied power. 
He ftruts in robes, the monarch of an hour» 
Oft wide of nature muft he aft a part. 
Make lovie in tropes, in bombaft break his heart ; 
In turn and fimile refign his breath, 
Ajid rhyme and quibble in the pangs of death. 
We blufh, when plays like thefe receive applaufe 
And laugh, in fecret, at the tears we caufe ; 
With honeft fcom our own fuccefs difdain, 
A wor(hlefs honour, and inglorious gain. 



BY THE SAME. 




be free. 



No 
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No trifling fccnes at Oxford fhall appear ; 

Well, what we blulh to aft, may you to hear. 

To you ourfaxn'd, our ftandard plays we bring. 

The work of poets, whom you taught to fing : 

Tho* crown'd with fame, they dare not think it due. 

Nor take the laurel till beftow'd by you. 

Great Cato's felf the glory of the ftage. 

Who charms, corrcdis, exalts, and fires the age. 

Begs here he may be tried by Roman laws ; 

To you, O fathers, be fubmits his caufe ; 

He refts not in the people's general voice. 

Till you, the fenate, have confirm'd his choice. 

Fine is the fecret, delicate the art. 

To wind the paffions, and command the heart. 

For fancied ills to force our tears to flaw ; 

And make the generous fouLin love with woe ; 

To raife the fliades of heroes to our view ; 

Rebuild fallen empires, and old time renew. 

How hard the taik 1 how rare the godlike rage I 

None ftiould prefume to didbte for the flage. 

But fuch as boaft a great extcnfive mind, . 

Enrich'd by nature, and by art refin'd ; 

Who from the antient ftores their knowledge bring, 

Anfi tafted early of the mufe'sfpring. 

May none pretend upon her throne to fit. 

But fuch, as fprung ftom you, are born to wit : 

Chofe by the mob> their lawlels claim we flight : . 

Your's is the old hereditary right. 

D 2 THO\3QiYrC'^ 
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T H O U G H T S. 

OCCASIONED BY THE SIGHT.OF AN ORIGINAI. 
PICTURE OF KING CHARLES I. TAfCEN AT 
THE TIME OF HIS TRIAL* ^ : 

V INSCRIBED.'TO GEORGE CLARKE, ES<^ 

BYTHESAME. 

CAN this be he I could Charks, the good, the 
great, ». 

Be funk by heaven to fuch a difmal {late I 
How meagre, pale, neglefted, worn v/ith care I 
What fteady fadnefs, and auguft defpalr ! 
In thofe funk eyfes the grief of years I trace. 
And forrow feems acquainted with that face. 
Tears, which his heart difdain'd, from me overflow, -j 
Thus to furvey Gbd's fubftitute below, S 
In folemn anguifh, and majeftic woe. J 
When fpoil'd of empiie by unhallow'd hands. 
Sold by his flaves, and held in impious bands ; 
Rent from, what oft had fweeten'd anxious life. 
His helplefs children, and his bofom wife ; 
Doom'd for the feith plebeian rage to (land. 
And fall a victim for the guilty land ; 



[ 37 ] 



Then thus was feen, abandon'd and forlorn, 
The king, the father, and the faint to mourn. — 
How could'ft thou, artift, then thy (kill difplay ? 
Thy fteady hands thy favage heart betray : 
Near thy bold work the ftun'd fpeftators faint. 
Nor fee unmov'd, what thou unmov'd could'ft paint; 
What brings to mind each various fcene of woe, ^ 
Th' infulting judge, the folemn-mocking ihow, f 
The horrid fentence, and accurfed blow. J 
Where then, juft heaven, was thy unadlive hand. 
Thy idle thunder, and thy lingering brand ! 
Thy adamantine fliield, thy angel wings. 
And the great genii of anointed kings ! 
Treafon and fraud fhall thus the ftars regard ! 
And injur'd virtue meet this fad reward ! 
So fad, none like can time's old records tell. 
Though Pompey bled, and poor Darius fell. 
All names but one too low^ — that one too high : 
All parallels are wrongs, or blafphemy. 
O power fupreme 1 how fecret are thy ways ! 
Yet man, vain man, would trace the myftic maze^ 
With foolifli wifdom, arguing, charge his God, 
His ballance hold, and guide his angry rod ; 
New-mould the fpheres, and mend the fky's defign. 
And found th' immenfe with his Ihort fcanty line. 
Do thou, my foul, the deftin'd period wait, 
When God fhall folvc the dark decrees of fate, 

D 3 
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His now unequal difpenfations clear, 
And make all^fe and beautiful appear ; 
When fufFering faints aloft in beams lhall glow. 
And profperous traitors gnalh their teeth below* 
SucKboding thoughts did guilty confcience dart, 
A pledge of hell, to dying CromwelPs heart: 
Then this pale image feem'd t' invade his room, 
Gaz^d him to ftone, and wam'd him to the tomb. 
While thunders roll, and nimble lightnings play, 
And the ftorm wings his fpotted foul away. 
A blafb.more bounteous ne'er did heaven command 
To fcatter bleffings o'er the Britilh land. 
Not that more kind^ whichdaih'dthe pride of Spain, 
And >^hirl'd herxrulh'd Armada round the main; 
Not thofe more kind, which guide our floating towers. 
Waft gums and gold, and made far India ours : 
That only kinder, which to Britain's fhore 
Did mitrea, frowns, and Stuart's race reftore, 
Renew'd the church, revers'd the.kingdom's doom* 
And brought with Charles an Anna yet to come. 
O'Clarke, to whom^a Stuart trufts her reign 
O'er Albion^s fleets, and delegates the main ; 
Dear, as the faith thy loyal heart hath fworn, 
^Tranfmit this piece to ages yet unborn. 
This light fliall damp the raging rufiian's breaft. 
The poifon fpill, and half-drawn fVvord arreft^ 
To foft compaflion ftubborn traitors .bend. 
And one deftroy'd a thoufand kin^s defend. 

TO 



t 

TO APOLLO 
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MAKING LOVE. 



FROM MONSIEUR FONTBNELLE. 
BYTHESAMB* 

I Am, cried Apollo^ when Daphne he woo'd, 
And panting for breath, the coy virgin purfu'd. 
When his wifdom, in manner moil ample, expreft 
The long lift of the graces his godlhip poffeft : 
I'm the god of fweet fong, and inipirer of lays ; 
Nor for lays, nor fweet fong, the fair fugitive ftays ; 
I'm the godof the harp — ftop my fidreft — in vain ; 
Nor the harp, nor the harper, could fetch her again. 
Every plant, every flower, and their virtues I know^ 
God of light I'm above, and of phyfic below: 
At the dreadful word phy fic, the nymph^ ed more faft ; 
At the fatal word phyfic, ftie doubled her hafte. > 
Thou fond god of wifdom, then alter thy phrafe. 
Bid her view thy young bloom, and thy ravifliing rays, 
Ttf her lefs of thy knowledge, and more of thy 
charms. 

And, my life for't, the damfel fliall fly to thy arms. 



THE 



f 40 ] 



THi: FATAL C U R I O S I T Y» 

BY THE SAME. 

MUch had I heard of fair Francclia's n^e. 
The lavilh praifes of the babler, fame^ 
I thought them fuch, and went prepar'd to pry. 
And trace the charmer^ with ^ critic's eye, 
Rcfolv'd to find fome fault, before unfpy'd. 
And difappointed, if but fatisfy'd. 
Love pierc'd the vaflal heart, that durft rebel. 
And where a judge was meant, a vidim fell c 
On thofe dear eyes, with fweet perdition gay, 
i gaz'd, at once, my pride and foul away ; 
All o'er I fek the lufcious poifon run. 
And, in a look^ the hafty conqueft won. 
Thus the fond mdth around the taper plays, 
Andipojrts, and flutters near the treacherous blaze ^ 
JRavifh'd with joy he wings his eager flight. 
Nor dreams of ruin in fo clear a light ; 
He tempts his fate, and courts a glorious doom^ 
A bright deitrudion, and a fliining tomb. 



TP 
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TO A L A D Y; 

WITH A DESCRIPTION OF THE PHOENIX* 
THE SAME* 

LAvifli of wit, and bold appear the fines, 
Where Claudian's genius in the Phoenix fhines 9 
A thoufand ways each brilliant point is turn'd. 
And the gay poem, like its theme, adorn'd : 
A tale more ftrangc ne'er grac'd the poets art. 
Nor e'er did fidion play ib wild a part. 
Each fabled chacm in matchlefs Caelia meets. 
The heavenly colours, and ambrofial fweets ; 
Her virgin bofom chafter fires fupplies. 
And beams more piercing guard her kindred eyes* 
O'erflowing wit th' imagin'd wonder drew. 
But fertile fancy ne'er can reach the true. 
Now buds your youth, your cheeks their bloom 
Th' untainted lilly, and unfolding rofe ; [difclofe% 
Eaie in your mein, and iweetnefs in your face. 
You ipeak a fyren, and you move a grace ; 
Nor time lhall urge thefe beauties to decay. 
While virtue gives, what years fliall Heal away : 
The fair, whoie youth can boaft the worth of age. 
In age ihall with the charms of youth engage ; 
In every change Hill lovely, ftill the fame, 
A fairer ThoMilx in a purer flame. 
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A DESCRIPTION OF THE PHCENIX. 

' FROM CLAUDIA N. 

BY THE SAME. 

IN utmoft Ocean lies a lovely ifle. 
Where fpring ftill blooms, and greens for ever 
Which fees the fun put on his firft array, [fmile^ 
And Hears his panting fteeds bring on the day ; 
Wh«n, from the doep, they rufh with rapid force. 
And whirl aloft, to run their glorious couHe; 
When firft appear the ruddy ftreaks of light. 
And glimmering beams difpel the parting night. 
In thefe foft fhades, unpreft by human feet. 
The happy Phoenix keeps his balmy feat. 
Far from the world disjoin'd ; he reigns alone, 
AUke the empire, and its king unknown. 
5A godlike bird ! whofe^ndlefs round of years 
Out-lafts theftars, and tires the circling fphere&; 
Not «s'd, like vulgar birds, to eat his fUl,~^. 
Or drink the chryftal of the murm'ring rill j 
But fed by warmth from Titan's purer ray, \^ 
And flak'd by ftreams which eaftern feas convey 
5till he renews his life in thefe abodes, \^ 
Contemns the power of fate, and mates the gods. 

Hi. 
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His fkry. eytes Shoot forth a gHtteriag .ra^. 
And round -his head ten thoufand glories play^ 
High' on his crefk^ a ftar celeftial bright 
Divides the darknefs with its piercing light ; 
His legs are flain'd with purple's lively dye. 
His azure wings the fleeting winds out-fly; 
Soft plumes of chearful blue liis limbs infold, 
Enrich'd with ipangles, and bedropt with gold* 
Begot «by none himfelf, begetting none. 
Sire of himfelf he is, and of himfelf the fon ; 
His life in fruitful death renews its date. 
And kind, defku^on but prolongs his fate : 
Ev'n in the grave new ftren^th his limbs receive^ 
And on the funeral pile begin to live. 
For when a thoufand times the fummer fun 
His bending race has on the zodiac jrun. 
And when as oft the vernal flgns have rolFd, 
As oft the wintery brought the numbing cold ; 
Then drops the bird, worn out with aged care6. 
And bends beneath the mighty load of years. 
So falls the ftately pine, that proudly grew. 
The fhade, and glory of the mountain's brow. 
When pierc'd by blafts, and fpouting clouds o'er- 
It, flowly finking, nods its tottering head, [fpread 
Part dies by v/inds, and part by fickly rains. 
And wafting Age defbroys the poor remains. 
Then, as the Jilver emprefs of the night 
O'er-clouded, glimmers in a fainter light, 
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So, froze with agd, and fliut from light's fupplies. 
In lazy rounds fcarce roll his feeble eyes, 
a^nd thofe fleet wings,forftrength andipeedrenown*d. 
Scarce rear th' unadive lumber from the ground. 
Myfterious arts a fecond time create 
The bird, prophetic of approaching fate, 
PiPd on an heap Sabaean herbs he lays, 
Parch'd by his fire the fun's intenfeft rays ; 
The pile, defign'd to form his funeral fcene. 
He wraps in covers of a fragrant green. 
And bids the fpicy heap at once become 
A grave deilrudive, and a teeming womb. 
On the rich bed the dying wonder lies. 
Imploring Phoebus, with perfuafive cries. 
To dart upon him in collefted rays. 
And new-create him in a deadly blaze. 
The god beholds the fuppliant from afar. 
And Hops the progrefs of his heavenly car. 
** O thoti, fays he, whom harmlefs fires fhall burn, 
" Thy age the Ramc to fecond youth ftiall turn. 

An infant's cradle is thy funeral urn. 

Thou, on whom heav'n has fix'd th' ^biguous 
** To live by ruin, and by death to bloom, [doom 
" Thy life, thy ftrength, thy lovely fprm renew. 

And with frefh beauties doubly charm the view. 
Thus fpeaking, midil the aromatic bed, 
A golden beam he toifes from his head ; 

Swift 
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Swift as defirCy the (hining ruin flies^ 
And ilrait devours the willing facrificc ^ 
Who hallcs to perifh in the fertile fire. 
Sink into ftrength, and into life expire. 
In flames the circling odours mount on high. 
Perfume the air, and glitter in the fky, 
The moon and flars, amaz'd, retard their flight. 
And nature flartles at the doubtful flght ; 
For whilft the pregnant urn with fury glows. 
The goddefs labours with a mother's throes> 
Yet joys to cherifti, in the friendly flames. 
The nobleft produ^ of the (kill (he claims* 
Th' enlivening duft its head begins to rear. 
And on the alhes fprouting plumes appear ; 
In the dead bird reviving vigour reigns,. 
And life, returning, revels in his veins : 
A new-bom Phoenix ftarting from the flame. 
Obtains at once a fon's and father's name : 
And the great change of double life difplays. 
In the ftiort moment of one tranfient blaze. 
On his new pinions to the Nile he bends. 
And to the gods his parent urn commends. 
To Egypt bearing, with majelSc pride, 
The balmy nefl:, where firft he liv'd and dy'd. 
Birds of all kinds admire th' unufual fight. 
And grace the triumph of his infant flight ; 
In crowds unnumber'd round their chief they fly, 
Opprefs the air, and cloud the fpacious iky ; 
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Nor dares the fierceft of the winged race 
Obftrudt hij journey thro' th* etherial fpace r 
The hawk and. eagle ufelefs wars forbear. 
Forego their courage, and confent to fear 
The feather'd nations humble homage bring. 
And blefs the gaudy flight of their ambrofial king- 
Lefs glittering pomp does Parthia's monarch yield. 
Commanding legions to the dufty field ; 
Tho' ^arkling jewels, on his helm abound^ 
And royal gold his awful head furround ; 
Tho' rich embrcudery paint his purple veft> 
And his.fteed bound in cofUy trappings dreft,. 
Pleas'd in the battle's dreadful van to ride, 
In graceful grandeur, and imperial pride. 
Fam'd for the worfhip of the fun,, there Hands 
A facred fane in Egypt's fruitful lands. 
Hewn from the Theban mountain's rocky womb^ 
An hundred columns rear the marble dome ; 
Hither, 'tis faid, he brings the precious load, 
A grateful offering to the beamy god ; 
Upon whofe altar's confecrated blaze. 
The feeds and reliques of himfelf he lays. 
Whence flaming incenfe makes the temple fhine. 
And. the glad altars breathe perfunies divine. 
The wafted fmell to far Peluiium flies. 
To chear old Ocean, and enrich the fkies. 
With neftar's Aveets to make the nations fmile. 
And fcent the feven-fold channels of the Nile. 
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Thrice happy Phoenix ! heaven's peculiar care 
Has made thy felf, . thy felf 's furviving heir; 
By death thy deathlefs vigour is fupply'd. 
Which finks to rain all the world befide ; * 
Thy age> not thee» afliiting Phcebus burns. 
And vital flames light up thy funeral urns. 
Whate'er events have been, thy eyes furvey. 
And thou art fixt, while ages roll away ; 
Thou faw'ft when raging Ocean hurft his bed, 
O'ertop'd the mountains, and the earth o'erfpread ; 
Whea the rafli youth inflam'd the high abodes, 
Scorch'd up the fides, and fcar'd the deathlefs gods* 
When nature ceafes, thou (halt ilill remain. 
Nor fecond chaos bound xhy endlefs reign ; 
Fate's tyrant laws thy happier lot fhall brave. 
Baffle defirudion, and elude the grave. 



VERSES 
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VERSES TO MRS. LOWTHER 

ON HER MARRIAGS. FROM MENAGE. 
BY THE SAME. 

THE greateft Twain that treads tk' Arcadian 
grove, 

Oor Ihepherds envy, and our virgins love. 
His charming nymph, his fbfter £m obtains^ 
The bright Diana of our flowery plains ; 
He, midft the graceful, of fuperior grace. 
And ihe the lovelieft of the lovelieft race^ 
Thy fruitful influence, guardian Juno fhedr • 
And crown the pleafures of the genial bed, 
Raife thence* their future joy, a fmiling heir. 
Brave as the father, as the mother fair. 
Weli may'ft thou Ihower thy choiccll gifts on thofc. 
Who boldly rival thy moft hated foes j 
The vig'rous bridegroom with Alcides vies,. 
And the fair bride has Cytherea's eyes. 
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TO A LADY; 

WITH A PRESENT OP FLOWERS. 
BT THE SAME. 

Each beauteous flower -^rofes and jeflamin 
Reared high their flooriih^d heads. — mil ton* 

THE fragrant painting of our flowery fields. 
The choiceft ftores that y ou thfulfummer yields, 
Strephon to fair Elifa hath conve/d. 
The iwecteft garland to the fweeteft maid. 
O ! cheer the flowers, my fair, and let them reft 
On the Elyfium of thy fnowy breaft. 
And there regale the fmell, and charm the view, 
With richer odours, and a lovelier hue. 
Learn hence, nor fear a flatterer in the flower, 
Thy form divine, and beauty's matchlefs power : 
Faint, near thy cheeks, the bright carnation glows. 
And thy ripe lips out-blufti the opening rofe ; 
The lily's fnow betrays lefs pure a light. 
Loft in thy bofom's more unfullied white ; 
And wreaths of jafmine ftied perfumes, beneath 
Th' ambroflal incenfe of thy balmy breath. 
Ten thoufand beauties grace the rival pair, 
How fair the chaplet, and the nymph how fair I 
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Bat ah1 too foon thefe fleeting charms decay. 

The fading luftre of one hallening day. 

This night fhall fee the gaudy wreath decline. 

The fofes wither, and the lilies pine. 

The garland's fate to thine fhall be applied. 

And what advanc'd thy forni, fhall check thy pride : 

Be wife, my fair, the prefent hour improve. 

Let joy he new., and now a wafte of love ; 

Each drooping bloom fhall plead thy jufl excufe. 

And that which fhow'd thy beauty, fhow its ufe. 



ON 
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ON A LADY'S PICTURKt 

TO GJLF&ED LAWSON, E 8 <^ 



BY THE SAME. 



lies. ^ 



AS Damon Chloc's painted form furvc/d. 
He figh'd, and langnifh'd for the jilting fliadc : 
For Capid taught the artift hand its grace* 
And Venus wanton'd in the mimic face. 
Now he laments a look fo falily ^r. 
And almoft damns, what yet reiembles her ; 
Now he devours it with his longing eyes ; 
Now fated, from the lovely phantom flies. 
Yet bums to lookagain,yetlooks again, and dies. 
Her ivory neck his lips prefome to kifs. 
And his bold hands the fwelling bofom prefs; 
The fwain drinks in deep draughts of vain defire^ 
Melts without heat, and bums in fancied fire. 
Strange power of paint ! thou nice creator art ! 
What love infpires, may life itfelf impart. 
Struck with like wounds, of old, Pygmalion pra/d. 
And hugg'd to lifo his artificial maid ; 
Claip, new Pygmalion, clafp the Teeming charms, ^ 
Perhaps even now th' enlivening image warms, ^ 
Deftin'd to crown thy joys, and revel in thy arms : 3 
Thy arms, which fhall with fire fo fierce invade, 
Thar Ihe at once /ball be, and ceale to \)t 9imai^« 
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5» A RT OF T HE 

FOURTH BOOK OF LUCAN. 

BY THE SA&iE) 

Caefar, having refolved to give battle to Petrcius 
and Afranius, Pompey's lieutenants in Spain» 
encanxped near the enemy in the fame field. 
The behaviour of their ibldiers, at their feeing 
and knowing one another, is the fufc^d of the 
following verfes. 

THeir antient IHends, as now they nearer drew, 
Prepar'd for fight the wondering foldiers knew : 
Brother, with brother in unnat'ral ftrife. 
And the fon arm*d againft the father's life : 
(Jurft civil war ! then confcience firft was felt. 
And the tough veteran's heart began to melt. 
Fix'id in dumb forrow all at once they ftand. 
Then wave, a pledge of peace, the guiltlefs hand-; 
JPor vent ten thonfand flruggling paffions move. 
The ftings of nature, and the pangs of love. 
All order broken, wide their arms they throw. 
And run, with tranfport, to the longing foe : 
Here their long-loft acquaintance neighbours claim. 
There an old friend recalls his comrade's .name. 

Youths 
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Youths, who in arts beneath one tutor gcewr 
Rome rent in twain, and kindred hoib they vlew» 
Tears wet their impious arms, a fond relief. 
And kifles, broke by fobs, the words of grief ; 
Tho* yet no blood was fpilt, each aaxious mind 
With horror thinks on what his rage defign'd. 
Ah ! generous youths, why thus, with fruitlefs pain. 
Beat ye thofe breafts ? why gufh thofe eyes in vain ? 
Why blameye heaven, and charge yourguilton fate ? 
Why dread the tyrant, whom youcfelves make great ? 
Bids he the trumpet found ? the trumpet flight—^ 
Bids he the ilandard move ? refufe the fight 
Your generals, left by you> will love again» 
A fon and father, when they're private meiu 
Kiad concord, heavenly^bom I whofe bliisful reigtt 
Holds this vaft globe ia one furroundlng chain, 
Whofe laws the jarring elements controul. 
And knit each atom clofe from pole to pole ; 
Soul of the world 1 and love's eternal ipring ! 
This lucky hour, thy aid, fair goddefs, bring I 
This lucky hour, ere aggravated crimes 
Heap guilt on guilt, and doubly ^n the times. 
No veil henceforth for fin, for pardon none ; 
They know their duty^ now their friends are known. 
Vain wiih ! from blood Ihort muft the refpite be j -y 
New crimes, by love inhanc'd, this night fliall fee : S 
Such is the will of &te, and fuch the hard decree.. 3 
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'Twas peace. From either camp, Aow void of fear. 
The foldiers mingling cheerful feafts prepare : 
On the green fod the friendly bowls were crown'd. 
And haily banquets piPd upon the ground : 
Around the fire they talk ; one fhows his fears » 
One tells what chance firil led him to the wars ; 
Their ftories o'er the tedious night prevail. 
And the mute circle liflens to the tale. 
They own thcyfbught, but fwear they ne'er could hate. 
Deny their guilt, and lay the blame on fate ; 
Their love revives, to make them guiltier grow, 
A fhort-liv'd bleffing, but to heighten woe. 
When to Petreius firfl the news was told. 
The jealous general thought his legions fold. 
Swift, with the guards, his head-ftrong fury drew. 
From out his camp he drives the hoftile crew ; 
Cuts clafping friends afunder with his fword. 
And flains with blood each hofpitable board. 
Then thus his wrath breaks out. " Oh ! loft to fame ! 
" Oh ! falfe to Pompey, and the Roman name ! 
" Can ye not conquer, ye degenerate bands ? 

Oh ! die at leaft ; 'tis all that Rome demands. 

What ? will ye own, while ye can wield the fword, 
" A rebel ftandard, and ufurping lord ? 

Shall he be fued to talce you into place 

Amongfl his ilaves, and grant you equal grace ? 
* < What? ihall my life be begg'd ? inglorious thought ! 
** And life abhorr'd, on fuch conditions bought ! 

The 
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Tiie toils we bear^ my fiends, are not for iife» 
** Too mean a prize in fach a dread&l ilrife ; 
** But peace would lead to iervitode and (hame» 
<^ A £dr amoiement, and a fpecious name. 

Never had man explor'd the iron ore, 
«« Mark'd out the trench, or rais'd the lofty tower> 
Ne'er had the fteed in harnefs fought the plain, 
Or fleets encountered on th' unftable main ; 
Were life» were breath, with fame to be compar'd, 
^< Or peace to glorious liberty preferrM.. 
•* By guilty oaths the holHle army bound, 
<' Holds fail its impious faith, and ftands ground ^ 
Are yon perfidious, who efpoufe the laws. 
And traytocs only in a righteous caufe ? 
Oh ihame 1 in vain thro' nations far and wide, 
Thou call'll the crowding monarchs to thy fide, 
** Fallen Pompey I while thy legions here betray 
** Thy cheap bought life, and treat thy fame away*'* 
He ended fierce. The ibldier's rage returns. 
His blood flies upward, and his boibm bums. 
So, hap'ly tam'd, the tyger bears his bands, 
Lefs grimly growls, and licks his keeper's hafids ; 
But if by chance he tailes forbidden gore. 
He yells amain, and makes his dungeon roar: 
He glares, he foams, he aims a defperate bound. 
And his pale mailer flies the dangerous ground. 
Now deeds are done, which man might charge aright 
On ftubborn fate, or undifcerning night, 
E 4 
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Had not their guilt the lawlefs foldiers ^own. 
And made the whole malignity their own. 
The beds, the plenteous tables float with gore. 
And breafts are fiabb'd, that were embraced before : 
Pity awhile their hands from daughter kept. 
Inward they groan'd, and, as they drew, they wept ; 
But every blow their wavering rage aflures>. 
In murder hardens, and to blood inures. 
Crowds charge on crowds, nor friends their friends 
3ut fires by fons, and fons by fathers die. [defby. 
Black, monfbous rage ! each, with vidbrious cries. 
Drags his flain friend before the general's eyes* 
£xults,i^Qil^ that throws the only fhame 
On Pom^ey's €au&» and blots the Roman name. 



TO 



V 
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TO A LADY BEFORE MARRIAGE. 

BT THE SAME* 

OH ! fonn'd by nature, and refined by art. 
With charms to win, and fenfe to fix the heart! 
By thoufands ibaght, Clotilda, canft thou ^e 
Thy crowd of captives, and defcend to me ? 
Content in fhades obfcure to wafte thy life, 
A hidden beauty, and a country wife. 
O ! liften while thy fummers are my theme. 
Ah ! footh thy partner in his waking dream ! 
In ibme (mail hamlet on the lonely plain. 
Where Thames thro' meadows rolls his mazy tnah: 
Or where high Windfor, thick with greens aascfd^ 
Waves his old oaks, and fpreads his ample fhade^ 
Fancy has figur'd out our calm retreat ; 
Already round the vifionary feat. 
Our limes begin to fhoot, our flowers to (pring. 
The brooks to murmur, and the birds to fing. 
Where doft thou lie, thou thinly-peopled green ? 
Thou namclefs lawn, and village yet unfeen ? 
Where fons, contented with their native ground. 
Ne'er travell'd further th^m ten furlongs round j 
And the tann'd peafant, and his ruddy bride. 
Were born together, and together died. 
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Where early larks bell tell the morning lights 
And^mly Philomel difturbs the night ; 
*Midft gardens here my humble pile fliall rife^ 
Widi fweets furrounded of ten thouiand dies ; 
All favage where th' embroidered gardens end. 
The haunt of echoes ihall my woods afcend ; 
And oh ! if heaven th' ambitious thought approve,. 
A rill (hall warble crofs the gloomy grove, 
A little rill, o'er pebbly beds convcy'd, 
Gufh down the deep, and glitter thro' the glade. 
What cheering fcents thofe bordering banks exhale ! 
How loud that heifer lows from yonder vale ! 
That thruih how ihrill ! his note fo clear, fo high^ 
He drowns each feather'd minihrel of the iky. 
Here let me trace beneath the purpled morn. 
The deep-mouth'd beagle, and the fprightly horn t 
Or lure the trout with well-diilembled flies. 
Or fetch the fluttering partridge from the Ikies. 
Nor fhall thy hand difdain to crop the vine. 
The downy peach, or flavour'd nectarine ; 
Or rob the bee-hive of its golden hoard. 
And bear th' unbought luxuriance to thy board. 
Sometimes my books by day fhall kill the hours. 
While, from thy needle, rife the filken flowers ; 
And thou, by turns, to eafe my feeble fight, 
Refume the volume, and deceive the night. 
Oh ! when I mark thy twinkling eyes oppred. 
Soft whifpering, let me warn my love to reil ; 

Then 
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Then watch thee, chann'dy while fleep locks every! 
And to fweetheaven commend thy imiocence. [kmk. 
Thus rdgn'd oar fathers o'er the rural fold* 
Wife, hale, and honeft, in the days of old ; 
Till courts arofe> i^ere fnbflance pays for ihow. 
And fpedous joys are bought with real woe. 
See Flavians pendants, large, well-lpread, and right. 
The ear that wears them hears a fool each night ; 
Mark how th* embroidered coPnel fneaks away. 
To ihnn the withering dame that made him gay ; 
That knave, to gain a title, loft his fame ; 
That rais'd his credit by a daughter's ihame ; 
This coxcomb's ribband coft him half his land ; 
And oaks, unnumber'd, bought that fool a wand* 
Fond man, as all his forrows were too few. 
Acquires (b-ange wants that nature never knew. 
By midnight lamps he emulates the day. 
And fleeps, perverfe, the cheerful funs away ; 
From goblets high-^mboil his wine mail glide. 
Round liis clos'd fight the gorgeous curtain Aide; 
Fruits ere their time to grace his pomp muft rife. 
And three untafted courfes glut his eyes. 
For this are nature's gentle calls withftood. 
The voice of confcience, and the bonds of blood ; 
This wifdom thy reward for every pain. 
And this gay glory all thy mighty gain. 
Fair phantoms woo'd and fcom'd from age to age. 
Since bards began to laugh, or priefls to rage. 



[ 6o J 

And yet, jtift^atHe on man's afpiring kind. 

Prone to ambition, to example blind. 

Our childrens children fhall our fteps purfue. 

And the fame errors be £br ever new* 

Mean while, in hope a guiltlefs country fwain. 

My reed with warblings cheers th' imagined plain : 

Hail humble (hades, where truth and iilence dwell ! 

Thou noify town, and faithlcfs court farewell ! 

Farewell ambition, once my darling flame ! 

The thirft of lucre,^ and the charm of fame ! 

In lifeli by-road, that winds thro' paths unknown. 

My days, tho' numbered, fhall be all my own. 

Here fhall they end, (O ! might they twice begin) 

And all be white the fates intend to fpin. 



A 
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A POEM IN PRAISE OF THE HORN-BOOK, 



W-RITTBN UNDIR A FIT OF THE GOUT. 
B Y T H E SAME. 
Magnitnagna patnuit, 'nos-non nifi lndicni<— 



Aill andent book, moft venerable code! 



JL X. Learning's firft cradle, and its laft abode ! 
The huge unnumber'd volumes which we fee. 
By lazy plagiaries are ftolen thee. 
Yet future times, to thy fufficient ftore. 
Shall ne'er prefume to add one letter more. 
Thae will I iing in comely wainfcot bound. 
And golden verge enclofing thee around ; 
The faithful horn before, from age to age, 
Preferving thy invaluable page ; 
Behind, thy patron faint in armour ihines. 
With iword and lance, to guard thy facred lines : 
Beneath his courfer's feet the dragon lies 
Transfix'd ; his blood thy fcarlet cover dies ; 
Th' infbudive handle's at the bottom fix'd. 
Left wrangling critics ihould pervert the text. 
Or if to ginger-bread thou (halt defcend, 
.And liquoriih learning to thy babes extend ; 



.—Podagra haec otia feck. 
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Or rugar'd plun, o'erfpread with beaten gold» 
Poes the fweet treafure of thy letters hold ; 
Thou ftill fhall be my fong — Apollo's choir 
I fcom t* invoke $ Cadmus my verfe inipire : 
'Twas Cadmus wiio the iiril materials brought 
Of all the learning which has fince been taught ; 
Soon made complete ! for mortals ne'er fhall knov 
More than contain'd of old the chrift-crofs row ; 
What mailers didate, or what dodlors preach. 
Wife matrons hence, ev'n to our children teach. 
But as the name of every plant and flower, 
(So common that each peafant knows its power) 
Phyficians in myfterious cant exprefs, 
T' amufe the patient, and inhance their fees ; 
So from the letters of our native tongue, 
Put in Greek fcrauls, a myilery too is fprung ; 
Schools are eredled, puzzling granunars made. 
And artful men ilnke out a gainful trade. 
Strange charaders adorn the learned gate. 
And heedlefs youth catch at the ihining bait. 
The pregnant boys the noify charms declare. 
And • Tau's, and Delta's, make their mothers ftare 
Th' uncommon founds amaze the vulgar ear. 
And what's uncommon never coils too dear. 
Yet in all tongues the Horn-book is the fame, 
Taugh( by the Grecian fage, or Engliih dame» 

• The Greek letters T, 

Bv 
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But how iball 1 thy cndlds virtues tell. 

In which thoa doft all other boc^ excel ? 

No greafy thumb thy ipotlefs leaf can kil, 

'Nor crooked dog-ears thy iinooth comers fpoil | 

in idle |M^es no errau ftand. 

To tell the i)liuiders of the printer's hand : 

No fulfbme dedicadon here is writ. 

Nor flattering verfe to praiie the author's wit : 

The nuugin with no tedious notes is vex'd» 

No various readings to confound the text : 

All. parties in thy literal fenie agree. 

Thou pex£c& centre of concordancy ! 

Search we the wcords of an antient date. 

Or read what modem hiftories relate. 

They all proclaim what wonders have been dono 

By the plain letters taken as they run. 

• Too high the floods of paffion us'd to roll. 
And rend the Roman youth's impatient foul ; 
His hafty anger fumiih'd fcenes of blood, 

** And frequent deaths of worthy men enfucd : 

* The lines tbas « marked^ deferibe the advice given ta 
Auguftut, hj Athenodorus the ftoic philofophery vrho de- 
fired the emperor neither to iay nor do any thing till he had 
iirft repeated the alphabet, or letters of the Horn-book ; the 
ftri£b obfervance of this rule would be the n)e|ns to make 
his pa/Hons fubfide, and prevent mifdiievoits confequences. 
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«* In vdn were all the weaker methods tried, 
None could fuffice to ftem the furious tide ; 
Thy facred lines he did but once repeat, 
*^ And laid the ftorm, and cool'd the raging heal 
Thy heavenly notes, like angels mufic, cheer 
Departing fouls, and footh the dying ear. 
An aged peafant, on his lateft bed, 
Wifh'd for a friend fome godly book to read; 
The pious grandfon thy known handle takes. 
And (eyes lift up) this fav'ry lefture makes : 
Great A, he gravely read ; th' important four 
The empty walls, and hollow roof rebound : 
Th* expiring antient rear'd his drooping head 
And thank'd his ftars that Hodge hadleamM to 
Great B, the younker bawls ! O heavenly br 
What ghoftly comforts in the hour of death ! 
What hopes I feel ! great C, pronounc'd the 
The grandfire dies with extafy of joy- 
Yet in fome lands fuch ignorance abounds. 
Whole parilhes fcarce know thy ufeful founc 
Of Effex hundreds fame gives this report. 
But fame, I ween, fays many things in fport. 
Scarce lives the man to whom thou'rt quite un 
Tho' few th' extent of thy vaft empire cwn. 
Whatever wonders magic fpells can do 
On earthy in air, in fea, in (hades below ; 
What words profound and dark wife Mah'm 
When his old cow an angel's figure took ; 
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What ftrong enchantments fage Canidla knew, 
Or Hocace fang, fierce monfters to fubdue, L 

mighty book, are all contain'd in you ! 3 
All human arts,, and every fcience meet, 

. Within the limits of thy fingle fheet : 
From thy vaft root all learning'^ branches grow. 
And all her ibeams from thy deep fountain How* 
And lo ! while thus thy wonders I indite, 
Infpir'd I feel the power of which 1 write ; 
The gentler gout his former rage forgets, 
Lefs frequent now, and lefs fevere the fits : 
Loofe grow the chains, which bound my uielefs fect; 
^tifFnefs and pain from every joint retreat ; 
Surprizing flrength comes every moment on, 

1 Hand, I flep, I walk, and now I run. 
Here let me ceafe, my hobbling numbers ftop. 
And at • thy handle hang my crutches up* 

♦ Votiva tabula. Hoiu 



F EUPOLIS* 
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♦EUPOUS' HYMN TO THE CREATC 

FROM THE GREEK. 

Author of being, Iburce of light. 
With unfeding beauties bright, 
Falnefs, goodnefs, rolling round 
Thy own fair orb without a bound.: 
Whether thee thy fuppliants call 
Truth, or good, or one, or aH, 
t Ei or lao ; Thee we hail, 
EfTence that can never fk>U 
>Greciaii or barbaric name. 
Thy ftedfaft being ftill the fame. 
Thee, when morning greets the flues 
With rofy checks ^d humid eyes ; 
Thee, when fweet declining day 
Sinks in purple waves away ; * 
Thee will I fing, O parent Jove^ 
And teach the world to praife and love. 
Yonder azure vault on high. 
Yonder blue, low, liquid fky. 
Earth on its firm baiis plac'd, 
And with circling waves embrac'd, 

• A Greek poet, contemporary with Ariftophanes* 
f Names attributed to the deit^r. 
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All creating power confefs. 

All their mighty maker blefs. 

Thou fhak'ft all nature with thy nod. 

Sea, earthy and air, confefs the God : 

Yet does thy powerful hand fo&ain 

Both earth and heaven, both firm and main# 

Scarce can our daring thoughts arife 

To thy pavilion in the ikies ; 

Nor can Plato's felf declare 

The blifs, the joy, the rapture there. 

Barren above thou doft not reign. 

But circled with a glorious train. 

The fons of God, the fons of light. 

Ever joying in thy fight : 

(For thee their filver harps are ftrung,) 

Ever beauteous, ever young ; 

Angelic forms their voices raife. 

And thro' heaven's arch reibund thy praife* 

The feather'd fowls that fwim the air. 

And bathe in liquid ether there. 

The lark, fweet herald of their choir^ 

Leading them higher Hill and higher, 

LiHen and learn ; th' angelic notes 

Repeating in their warbling throats : 

And ere to loft repofe they go. 

Teach them to their lords below: 

On the green turf, their mofTy neft. 

The evening anthem fwells thor brcaft.. 

F z ^W, 
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Thus, like thy * golden chain on high. 
Thy praife unites the. earth and iky. 
Source of light, 4hou bidft the fun 
On his burning axle run ; 
The ftars like duft around him fiy. 
And fhow the area of the fky. 
He drives fo {wift his race above. 
Mortals can't perceive him move ; 
So fmooth his courfe, oblique or ftrait, 
Olympus fhakss not with his weight. 
As the queen of folemn night 
Fills at his vafe her orb of light;. 
Imparted luftre,; thus we fee 
The folar virtue fliines by thee. 
f Eirelione we'll no more. 
Imaginary power, adore ; 
Since oil, and wool, and cheering wine. 
And lifft^uftaining bread are thine. 
Thy herbage, O great Pan, fuilains 
The flocks th^ft graze our Attic plains ; 
The olive, with frefh verdure crown'd^ 
Hifes pregnant from the ground ; 

* See Homer'f Iliad, book 8. the beginning. 

•f This word fignifies an olive-branch, wrapt round wiA 
wool^ and ornamented with grapes, and different kinds of 
fruits, which the anticnts ufed to hang before the . doors of 
tkdrhoufcs, .by way of charm, to prevent iaminc. 

At 
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At thy command it ilioots and lprings> 
And a thoufaad bleffiugs brmgs.- 
Minerva only is thy mind, 
Wifdom and bounty to mankind. 
The fragrant thyme, the bloomy rolcr 
Herb, and flower, and flijiub that grows 
On Theffalian Tempe's plain, 
Or where the rich Sabeans reign. 
That treat the tafte, or fmell, or fight,. 
For food, for med'cine, or delight 
Planted by thy parent care, 
Spring, and fmile, and flouriih there- 
O ye nurfes of foft dreams. 
Reedy brooks, and winding flreams, 
Or murmuring o'er the pebbles fheen^ 
Or Aiding thro' the meadows green. 
Or where thro' matted fedge you creep,. 
Travelling to your parent deep : 
Sound his praife, by whom you rofe. 
That fea^ which neither ebbs nor flows. 
O ye immortal woods and groves. 
Which th' enamour.'d Undent loves 
Beneath whofe venerable ftiade. 
For thought and friendly converfe made, 
Fam'd * Hecadem, old hero, lies, 
Whofe flirine is ftiaded from the fkies, 



* Fcobabl): this word means Cadmus*. 

F 3 
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And thro' the gloom of filent night 
Proje^ from far its trembling light ; 
You, whofe roots defcend as low. 
As high in air your branches grow ; 
Your leafy arms to heaven extend. 
Bend your heads, in homage bend : 
Cedars and pines that wave above. 
And mighty oaks belov'd of Jove ; 
Omen, monller, prodigy. 
Or nothing are, or Jove from thee 1 
Whether various nature play. 
Or rein vers'd thy will obey. 
And to rebel man declare 
Famine, plague, or wafteful war. 
Laugh, ye profane, who dare dcfpife 
The threatening vengeance of the fkics> 
Whilil the pious, <m his guard* 
Undifmay'd is Hill prepared : 
Life or death, his mind's at reft,. 
Since what thou iend'ft mufb needs, be beil» 
No evil can from thee proceed : 
'Tis only fuffer'd, not decreed* 
Darknefs is not from the fun. 
Nor mount the ihades till he is gone : 
Then does night obfcene arife 
From Erebus, and £11 the ikies, 
Fantailic forms the air invade. 
Daughters of nothing, and of ihade.. 
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Can we forget thy guardian care. 

Slow to punifh, prone to (pare ! 

Thoik. break'ft the haughty Perfian's pride. 

That dar'd old Ocean's power deride ; 

Their ihipwrecks ftrew'd th' Eubean wave^ 

At Marathon they found a grave. 

O ye bleft Greeks who there expir'd. 

For Greece with pious ardor fir'd, 

What fhiines or altars (hall we raife 

To fecure your endlefs praife ? 

Or need we monuments fupply. 

To refcue what can never die ? 

And yet * a greater hero far 

(Unlefs great Socrates could err) 

Shall rife to blefs fbme future day. 

And teach to live, and. teach to pray« 

Come, unknown inftrudor, come 1 

Our leaping hearts lhall make thee room : 

Thou with Jove our vows (hall ihare. 

Of Jove and thee we are the care. 

O father, king, whofe heavenly face 

Shines ferene on all thy race, 

We thy magnificence adore. 

And thy well-known aid implore : 

Nor vainly for thy help we call ; 

Nor can we want : for thou art all f 



• The McflTuh, foretold by Socrates.. 

F4 ^Y^T^T 
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THE HYMN OF •CLEANTHES> 

TO THE SUPREME GOD^^ 

TRANSLATED FROM THE GREEK, 
BY DR. BOWDEN. 

GReat father of the ikies, whofe boundlefs fway. 
Both gods above, and worlds below obey. 
Thy laws fuuaiii the univerial frame. 
Various thy titles, but thy power the fame. 
Hail, fovcreign Jove ! all nations fhall addrefs • 
Their fongs to thee, who gave them tongues to blei^.. 
Behold thy image groveling on the earth, 
Faint echoes of thy voice, which gave us birth i 
Then back will I rcflcft thy praifes ftill, 
And fmg the wonders of ahnighty fkill. 
The wide expanfe of yon etherial plain,^ 
And all below, is fubjed to thy reign* ^ 

* Cleanthes, the author of this hymn, was a ftolc phxlo- 
fopher, a difclple of Zeno. He wrote many pieces, none of 
which are come dawn to us, but this and a few fragments, 
which are printed by St«phe»s, in a colleftion of philo- 
fophtcal poems. This hymn muft give every fenfi&le man 
plcafure, to find fuch juft fentiments of the deity in a hea. 
then^ and (o. much poetry in a philoibpher» 

The 
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The forked lightenings, which, with double glase. 
Sublimely wave, and linger in the air. 
From thy dread arm with pointed fury fly. 
And, ting'd with ruddy vengeance, fweep the fky^ 
The ray divine, o'er all the frame prefides^ 
Glows in the fun, and in the ocean glides^ 
Trom thee each atom of creation fprings ; 
Hail \ great fuppcrt of all inferior things ! 
The orbs above, and floating feas below. 
Move by thy laws, and by thy influence flow r 
All, rang'd in order, know their deftin'd place. 
All but the mad, degenerate human race : 
But thou canft order from confufion bring. 
Bid peace from difcord, good from evil fpring 
And when all nature frowns, and nations jar,. 
Set calms in fborms, and harmony in war. 
Great Jove fo juflly fram'd the earthly ball. 
That univerfal good refults from all ; 
While conmion fenfe ftill ftiines with certain ray. 
And thro' the feeming maze points out the way j 
Yet thoughtlefs men, to this bleft convoy blind. 
Court the wild didates of a reflleis mind ; 
Perverfely fly the univerfal light, 
And the fweet voice of heavenly reafon flight. 
Unhappy men I who toil and hunt for blifs. 
But the plain road of facred wifdom mifs : 
Led by this conftant, this unerring guide. 
Thro' flowery paths^ man's life would fmoothly glide 
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Bttt nrg'd by paffion, heedlefs wc puHiic^ 
The £ril xnad pleafures that invite the view. 
Some avarice and fordid ta&c infpire, 
Aoibition fomey and fame's ungovern'd iir& ; 
Soft luxoiy iQine, and Cyprian charms delight^ 
While all ruih forward to the heaven in fight. 
Bat thour who thundereft in the vault above, 
Corredl thefc vain deflres, O bounteous Jove I 
Let god-like reaibn in^^ our bo(bms dwell. 
And from weak minds this lunacy expel 
A ray of wifdom on our fouls bellow, 
By which thou rul'fl all nature's fcene below : 
Then with devotion fir'd, we'll haiL thee king^ 
And in eternal fongs, thy wonders (ing. 
No greater good can men or gods attend, 
Than at tliy throne with proftrate hearts to bend. 



AN 
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AN HYMN TO THE CREATOR. 



GOD of my health I whole bountooas care 
Firft gave me power to move. 
How ihall my thankful heart declare 

The wonders of thy love ? 
While void of thought and fenfe I lay, 

Duft of my parent earth. 
Thy breath informed the ileeping clay. 

And call'd me into birth. 
From thee my parts their ^lion took,. 

And ere my life begun. 
Within the volume of thy book 

Were written one by one. 
Thy eye beheld in open view 

The yet unfiniih'd plaa ; 
The ihadowy lines thy pencil drew. 

And form'd thfirfirtufe man. 
O may this frame that riling grew. 

Beneath thy plafiic hands. 
Be (ludious ever to puriiie 

Whate'er thy will commands. 
The foul that moves this earthly load. 

Thy femblance let it bear. 
Nor lofe the traces of the God 
That flamp'd bis image there^ 



BT THE KEV. Ml.. MERRICK. 
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.'A SACRED lyric:. 



ON BEING Waked in the night, by a violent 

STORM OF thunder AND LIGHTENING. 



As filent as the folded fheepy 

And as fecure I lay. 
' Sudden, tremendous thunders rolT r 

Quick lightenings round me glare ;. 
The folemn fcene alarms my foul. 

And wakes the heart to prayer. 
Whatever, O Lord, at this ftill hour,. 

Thefe awful founds portend, 
Whether fole enfigns of thy power^ 

Or groans for nature's^ end f 
Grant me to bear with equal mind,. 

Thefe terrors of the Iky ; 
For ever, as thou wilt, relign'd^ 

Alike to live, or die. 
If, wak'd by thy vindictive hand. 

This mighty tempeft ftirs 
That peal, the voice of thy command,. 

Thefe flames thy meflengers :. 




Welcome 
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Welcome the bolt, where'er it Ml 

Beneath the pailing fun ; 
Thy righteous will determines all« 

And let that will be done. 
But if, as nature's Jaws ordain. 

Nor deftin'd by thy will. 
Each bolt exerts its wide domain, 

Self-authoriz'd to kill, 
-Quick interpofe, all-gracious Lord, 

In this remorfelefs night ; 
Arife, and be alike ador'd 

For mercy, as for might, 
Vouchfafe, amidft this time of dread. 

Thy fuppliant's voice to hear : 
O Ihield from harm each friendly head. 

And all my foul holds dear. 
L,et it not kill where riot foul. 

Pours forth the drunken jell : 
Nor where the guilt-envenom'd foul 

Starts wild from troubled reft. 
A while O (pare thofe fmful breafts, 

Whofe deeds the night deform, 
Nor ftrike where fmiling virtue refts, 

Unconfcious of the ftorm. 
Succour the couch where beauty lies. 

All pale with tender fear ; 
Where ficknefs lifts its languid eyes ; 

O j)Our thy comforts there ! 
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Nor ufeleTs wafte this moral night. 

Like common hours, away ; 
But glow with wifdom's facred light. 

More fair than orient day. 
Wam'd by each flaih, may virtue rife. 

And with its glories fpread. 
While every blafted bud of vice 

Shrinks in new terrors dead. 
So on that awful judgment day, 

Whofe image fhakes the foul, 
Tho' keeneft lightenings fhoot their ray. 

And loudeft thundery roll ; 
Well pleas'd, • O Lord, each eye (hall fee 

Thofe final thunders hurl'd. 
And mark with joy, for love of thee. 

That flafh which melts the world. 
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A H Y M N, 

-OCCASICmED BT THE SlXTY^IflFTH PSALM* 
BY J. 

LET pndie to that almighty foverelgn rife. 
Who fix'd the moantains, and who fpread the 
'Who o'er.his works extends paternal care ; [ikies ; 
Whofe kind prote^on all the nations (hare : 
JProm the glad climes, whence mom in beauty drefty 
Forth goes, rejoicing, to the fertheft weft ; 
On him alone their whole dependence lies. 
And his rich mercy every want fupplies. 
O thou great author of th' extended whde! 
Revolving feaibns praife thee as they roll : 
By thee ipring, fummcr, autumn, winter, rife ; 
Thou giv'ft the frowning, thou the fmiling Ikies : 
By thy command the foftening Ihower diftills. 
Till genial wsffmth the teeming furrow fills ; 
Then ikv'ring fun-ihine o'er the clime extendsi. 
And bleft by thee, the verdant blade afcends ; 
Next fpdng's gay produfts doath the flowery hills. 
And joy the wood, and joy the valley fills ^ 
Then foon thy bounty fwells the golden ear. 
And bids the harveft crown the fruitful year^ 
That an thy works confpicuous worihip raife. 
And nsLtuxe^^Snce pn)claims her maket^s ^t^\^^« 
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HYMN. FROM PSALM VUL 



BY THE SAME. 



ALmighty power ! amazing are thy ways ; 
Above our knowledge, and above our praife! 
How all thy works thy excellence diiplay 1' 
How fair, how great, how wonderful are thcyl 
Thy hand yon wide-extended heaven uprais'd. 
Yon wide-extended heaven with ftars emblaz'd. 
Where each bright Orb, fince time his courfe begmit 
Has roird a mighty world, or Ihin'd a fun : 
Stupendous thought ! how finks all human race ! 
A point, an atom, in the field of fpace ! 
Yet even to us, O Lord, thy care extends. 
Thy bounty feeds u&, and thy power defends ; 
Yet evjen to us, as delegates of thee, 
Thou giv'ft dominion over land and fea ; 
Whatc'er or walks on earth, or flits in air ; 
Whatever of life the watery regions bear ; 
All theie are ours, and for th' extenfive claim. 
We owe due homage to thy facred name ! 
Almighty power ! how wond'rous are thy ways i 
How far above our knowledge and our praife ! 



TRUST 
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TRUST IN GOD. A POEM- 

BY PETER PiNNELLy M. A. 

Why art thou fo full of heaviatfs, O my foul, and why 
art thou difquieted %rithin me. — 

PUT THY TRUST IN GOD, Pf. XLII. 6, 7. 

H Y droops the head , why languifhes the eye? 
What mean the flowing tear, and frequent 
Where are the lenient med'cines to impart [iigh ? 
Their balmy virtue to a bleeding heart ? 
Fruitlefs are all attempts for kind relief 
To mix her cordial, and allay my grief ; 
So ib-ong my anguifh, ib fevere my pain. 
Weak is philofbphy, and reafon vain : 
Such rules, like fuel, make my paflion glow. 
Quicken each pang, and point the fting of woe : 
Imagination labours but in vain. 
While darkening clouds intoxicate the brain : 
Fancy no fweet ideas can fuggeft. 
To lull the raging tumult in my breail ; 
In vain or mirth invites, or friendfhip calls. 
Wit dies a jeft, and converfation palls ; 
Nature and art fupply frelh fprings of care. 
And each obtruding thought creates defpair ; 
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"No fcencs amufe me, that amus'd befarr. 
And what delighted once, delights no more: 
Tho' all creation beautiful appears, 
And nature's afped a rich verdnre wears ; 
Yet ftill her bloom with fickcr.ing eyes I fee. 
And all her luxury is loll on me : 
The budding plants of variegated hue. 
The bloiToms opening with the morning dew ; 
The vernal breeze that gently fans the bowers. 
The laughing meadows, and enlivening Ihowcrs^ 
Th* enameird garden, where xhe works of ait 
Give ilrength to nature, and frefli chaOTS impart; 
Where gaudy pinks, and bluflwng rofes bloom> 
Rich in array, and pregnant with perfimie ; 
Where Flora, fmiling, fees her offspring vie 
To fpread their beauties, and regale the eye : 
All, all, in vain, with charms united glow 
To d^k the fcene, or gild the face of woe : 
So when the morning lark afcending fings. 
While joy attunes his voice, and mounts his wings ; 
TJio' to his cheerful notes the hills reply, 
And warbling mufic gladdens all the fky ; 
Still in his ilrains no plcaiing charms I £nd. 
No fweet enchantment to compofe niy mind. 
In vain the fun his gaudy pride difplays. 
No genial warmth attends his brightcft rays ; 
And when his abfent light the moon fupplies^ 
Or planets glitter to enrich the ikies. 
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No gleam of comfort from their luftre flows, 
No harbinger of peace, or calm rcpole : 
But gloomy vapours o*er the night prevail. 
And peiUlence is fprcad in every gale : 
Thus weaken 'd by a gradual decay, -j 
Life's bitter cup I drink without allay, v 
Nor taile the blefling of one cheerful day. " J 
Come then, kind death, thy lharpeft fteel prepare, 
Here point the dart, and fnatch me from defpair ! 
But ftop, Oman, thy plaintive ftrains fupprefs. 
With Chiillian patience learn to acquiefce ! 
Th' inftrudlive voice of reafon calmly hear. 
And let religion check the flowing tear : 
Whate'cr the will of providence afligns, 
'Tis Infidelity alone repines ; 
But thofe who truft in God difdain to grieve. 
And what our father fends, with joy receive ; 
Whofe (harp corrections teftify his love. 
And certain bleffings in the end will prove ; 
Who fees how man would jerr without controul, -j 
Afftifts the body, to improve the foul, > 
And by chaftizing part, preferves the whole. 3 
Hence, tho' dark-lowering (kies, and angry gales, 
Coufpire to raife the ftorm, and rend the fails ; 
Yet, if calm reafon at the helm prefide. 
My little bark will ftem both wind and tide ;^ 
And advcrfe currents ihall at laft convey. 
The fhatter'd veiTel to the realms of day ! 
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Thus taught by Faith, how rafii it is and •vain 

For man, merie duft and afhes, to complain ! 

My foul, with fad difquietude oppreft, 

Diredls her flight to heaven in fearch of reft ; 

And refuge takes (which " peace at laft will bring") 

Beneath the lhadow of th' Almighty's wing ; 

On him I fix my mind, and place my truft, 

A Being infinitely wife and juft ! 

And Ihould his providence new beams create;. 

To brighten the complexion of my fate, 

A cheerful tribute to his throne I'll raife. 

And ftamp my fong with gratitude and praife. 

But Ihould indulgence fuit not his defigns. 

Who evil into happinefs refines ; 

Let due fubmiffion make my burden light. 

And may I think — Whatever is, is right ! 

Then" " be not thou difquieted my foul," 

Have lively faith—and ' ' faith will make thee whole." 

When heaven inflicts, with calmnefs bear the ftroke, . 

Since to repine is only to provoke ; 

Learn to adore the juftice of thy Gpd, 

And kifs the facred hand that holds the rod ; 

That facred hand, which firft the heart explores. 

Probes every wound, and fearches all the fores ; 

Then the right med'cine properly applies. 

To cleanfe the part where all th' infediori lies. 

Hear this, thou coward man, nor dread the fmart, 

Wliich, tho' it ftings, will p«rify the heart ; • _ 



for re/ignation will promote the care, 
And, the* the means are fharp, the end is Aire. 
Since then afflidtions are thro* mercy fent, 
To be of good the happy inftrument ; 
Since for the nobleil ends they are defign'd, 
To form the judgment, to improve the mind. 
To. curb our paffions, to direft our love, 
To awe mankind, and fpeak a God above ; 
O may I view them with religion's eye. 
Nor lofe the guard of virtue till I die ! 
Hence lhali I tafte the fweets that evils bring. 
And fuck the honey, while I feel the fting ; 
Hence (hall I learn the bitter cup to blefs. 
And drink it as a draught of happinefs ; 
A wholefome potion, which, tho' mix'd with gall. 
May ftill preicrve my life, my foul, my all ! 
Thus fix'd my heart ; tho' fruit fhould fail the vine. 
The fig-tree ficken, and its bloom decline; 
The labour of the olive be in vain, ^ 
And flocks infected, perifh on the plain ; 
Tho* com, and oil, and wine at once decreafe. 
The fields grow barren, and the harvell ceafe ; 
Tho baffled hinds their fruitlefs toil deplore. 
And vales uncheerful laugh and fing no more ; 
Yet ftill with glad ncfs would I ferve the Lord, 
Adore his wifdom, and obey his word — 
Hear then, O God, regard a fuppliant's prayer ; 
Sooth all my pangs, ^ and fave me from defpair ; 

G 3 Y^vxmvtc^XR. 
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Illuminate my foul with gladfbme rays. 
And tune niy voice to thy eternal praife ; 
Difpel the clouds of darknefs from my eycs^ 
And make me know that to be good is wife i 
Let chriflian precepts all my (bul employ. 
And be not more my duty, than my joy : 
Let confcience, void of art, and free from guile. 
Still in my bofom innocently fmile ; 
Her cheerful beams will gild the gloom of fate. 
And make me happy in whatever ftate* 
Hence iliall I learn my talent to improve, 
If poor by patience, and if rich by love 
If fortune fmiles, let me be virtue's friend. 
And where I go, let charity attend : 
Within my bofom let compaflion dwell. 
To foften all the woes which others feel ; 
T' aflwage by kind relief afflidlion's lighs. 
And wipe the falling tear from widows eyes ; 
Tp feed the hungry, the diftrefs'd to cheer. 
The needy fuccour, and the feeble rear : 
Hence, (hall my mind, inflam'd with public good^ 
Unfhaken fland in midft of plenty's flood ; 
Hence fhall I fcorn temptation's gilded bait. 
Look with difdain on all the pomp of Ibte, 
And by humility be truly great. 
But fhould it be thy blelfed will to fpread 
Clouds of thick darknefs lowering o'er my head > 
Let me have grace to know they are defign'd. 
To check my follies, and correal ta^ mind \ 
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Let me have grace to know in my diflrefs, 

I Kll to: thee may have a free accefs ; 

And be an heir (tho' all the world ftiould frown)' 

Of heavenly glory, and a future crown ! 

From thefe refleftions true contentment flows. 

Contentment — fuch as grandeur feldom knows ;? 

Hence in the lowly cot a relifh fprings. 

Above the tafte of courts, and pride of kings. 

Thus in the flood of wealth be thou my guide. 

And fleer my courfe ^tv,ixt avarice and pride ; 

Or, in the ebb of fortune, teach my mind 

To know its duty, and to be reiign'd ; 

Prepare me to receive or good- or ill,. 

As the refult cf thy almighty will r 

Thy will, whofe chief defign and general plan* 

Tend to promote the happinefs of man : 

Be every fenfual appetite fupprefs'd. 

Nor the Icaft taint lie lurking in my breafl : 

Let fteady reafon my alFedions guide. 

And calm content- fit fmiling by my fide ; 

Teach me with fcorn to view the things below,. 

As gaudy phantoms, and an empty fliow ; 

But guide my wiflics to the things above. 

As the fole objedl of a chriilian's love ; 

Make me refleft on my eternal home, 

A dying Saviour, and a life to come ; 

Dired me virtue's happy courfe to run. 

And let me, as inflruftcd by thy fon, 

Iq. every ftation fay. Thy will be ioiit,. 
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ON THE DEATH OF LADY SHAW. 

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR MDCCLI. 

BY THE SAME. 

Qftendunt terris hamc tantnm fata, neque ultra- 
■ Effefinunt.— Yirg. 

THus death, the king of terrors, fpokc : — 
Be Aire the aim, and home the ftroke , 
My will defpotic has decreed 
The faireft facrilice fhall bleed ; 
To gratify my wanton pride. 
*« Where do the graces all relide? 

Where lhall the pointed arrow fly, 
** That each may licken, pine, and die ? 
** Where can the ftroke be fo (evere, 
** To make all nature drop a tear ? 
** Soon as among the fair I fee 
Perfedion's bright epitome, 
I'll vent my fury, fix her doom, 
** And in its verdure nip the bloom ; 
** Tho' all the various charms combin'd. 
Of perfon, intelleft, and mind ; 
Still unfuccefsful they Ihould plead, 
*' To flop my dart, or check its (peed : 

" Na 
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«• No ibft-endearing finiles of youth, 
'f 'Good-iiatare, innocence, or tilith, 
•* Shall change my purpofe to aflkult 
•* The firft I meet without a &uk 
Nor univerfal prayers fhall fave 
** Th' xmfyotted victim from the grave { 
** But fall ihe mail — tho' good and wife, 
** And all the world lhall fympathize." 
Thus having (poke — the tyrant faw 
An objeft free from every flaw. 
Then bent his bow— and aim'd at Shaw. 



f 90 1 



A SICK MAN'S ADDRESS TO HIS CANDLE. 

BTTHESAMI. 

THY fize, bright taper, docs fo quickly wafte. 
It bids me think the prefent day my laft ! 
Tho' narrow limits thy fhort date confine. 
Compared to infinite — what more is mine ? 
This day muft end thy being,, and before 
To-morrow's dawn myfelf may be no more !- 
Both in life's morn with gayeft luftre ftiine. 
And, as the night advances, both decline ; 
Both by one common fate feem clofely link'd. 
And after one ftiort blaze lhall be extinft ; 
Our lives the fame, our periods both agree ; 
So Where's the difference 'twixt you and me ! 



ADVICE 
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ADVICE TO A YOUNG LADY, 



Smooth and ereSt, as now you dance y 



From bloom of youth to withex^d age^ 
A£kn your claim to merit's prize, 
Andy as at prefent, charm our eyes ; 
Obfervant of decorum's laws, 
And moring with the fame applaufe. 
May you, thro* life's perplexing maze, 
Dircft your fteps with equal praife ; 
Its intricate meanders trace 
With regularity and grace ; 
From the true figure never fwerve. 
And time in every ftep obferve 
Give ear to harmony and reafon, 
Nor make one motion out of feafon f 
Thus will life's current gently flow. 
And pour forth every blifs below ; 
Till nature failing, ebb lhall bring 
Death with his dart — but not his fting ! 



ON SEEING RBR DANCE» 



BY THE SAME. 




May yon on each important ibige. 
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"TO A LADY, 

ON ASKlirO MY OPINION OP FRIENDSHIP 
BY THE SAME. 

WOM Chloe know the higheft blifs, ' 
ThsA fnendftiip boafts-— it xnuft be this 
When Hymen crowns what Love begun. 
And two fon^ hearts unite in one ; 
When each, as to delight or pain. 
Is bound in fympathetic chain, 
And both reciprocally borrow. 
To heighten joy, or fwecten forrow. 
This is the higheft blifs below, 
This friendfhip only can beftow ; 
And may propitious heaven dcfign. 
That fuch a friendftiip fliall be mine. 
And fince this wiA relates to two, 
O ! may that friendftiip be with you I 
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TO SYLVIA: 

-PRESENTED WITH A RING, BEARINtS.A HEA-Rt 
WITH THIS MOTTO, ^STOP THIEF. 

SOon as I iaw thofe beauteous eyes» 
You play'd a roguiih part ; 
You fiHl enthrall'd me by furprize. 

Then robb'd me of my heart. 
Since thus you now may boaH of two^ 

Difputing is in ,vain : 
Render to me your own in lieu. 

Or give me mine again. 
If not, thjo' you're by all confeft 

The maller-piecc of nature ; 
J'll paint you to the world at bell 
A double-hearted creature. 
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TO A L A D Y, 

WITH A BOOK OP MORALITY, ENTITLID 
" VISIONS." 



*« OO ftrong the paillons of the human mind, 
« O To truth reluftant, and to reafon blind ; 

Thefe rules, compar'd with real life, muft fccm 
*^ All airy viiions, and an empty dream : 
** For when a plan of conduft we would draw, 
" That dares the critic's eye to fhow a flaw, 
** Fancy may wifh its antitype to fee, 
^* And feaft upon its charms in theory ; 
** Yet ftill in praftice all our hopes are vsdn. 

To realize this image of the brain." 
Thus, foe to nature, ipofcc the gloomy fagc ; 
But let his labour'd lines inform the page ; 
Let him exhauft his genius to difplay. 
Truth's pleafant path, and virtue's peaceful way : 
Each moral rule with enerjgy difpenfe. 
That forms the condudl, or improves the fenfe : 
Still mull philofbphy renounce the prize. 
Still nature muft to art fuperior rife ; 
For nature now triumphantly can fhow 
A living inftance of thofe rules in you. 



A 
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A S "U P P L I C A T I O N. 

BY A LADY, JUST BEFORE MARRIAGE. 



PRepare me, O almighty Lord, 
For that important day. 
When I lhall plight my folemn word* 

To " honour, and obey 
When at thy facred altar ?I 

With trembling feet fhall (land. 
Be thy eternal fpirit by 

To join the,heart and hand. 
United thus, no human force 

Can part the happy pair. 
But life will run a cheerful com'ie 

Of funfliine all the year : 
Yet ftill, as pleafure's cup enjoy 'd, 

A bitter draught may prove, 
Unlefs our thoughts be oft employed 

On happinefs above ; ' 
Within us. Lord, new hearts crejat^. 

Prepared for heavenly bljfs^ 
That we may feek a better flate. 
While fojourners in this. 




ANOTHER. 
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ANOTHER. 



ALmighty Lord of heaven and earth. 
Who gave to me and all things birth. 
Receive afuppliant's prayer ! 
Look on me with compaiTion's eye. 
And mercy's lenient balm fupply. 

To favc mc from dcfpair. 
Let love abound, fufpicion ceafe. 
Let wrath be fwallow'd up in peace. 

And difcord rage no more ! 
Thus gratitude lhall teach my heart. 
To chufe thro' life the better part. 

And thee, my God, • adore 1 
This is the humble prayer I make. 
When I my Damon's hand fhall take. 

That we, from care exempt. 
May fee our moments flow ferene. 
And ftill preferve the golden mean 
'Twixt envy and contempt ! 



BY THE SAME. 




ORIGINAL 



ORIGINAL FABLES. 



IMITATED FROM A FRENCH MANUSCRIPT OF 
MR. CAZOTTE. 



BY MR. CHARLES DKKI8» 
FABLE I. 



THE DISTRIBUTION OF CI 




JOve once, *tis faid, was angry grol 
With all mankind ; and we muft owa 
With reafbn too : th' ungrateful race 
Dar'd even to their maker's face. 
Unthinking, infoknt and .vain,. 
Prefume of hardfhips to complain. 
Say, did not I (thus fpoke the god) 
Create at will that human clod ? 
Endow it with a foul divine. 
That attribute a fpark of mine ? 
Did I not place him on yon ball. 
That earth, and make him lord of all ? 
Did I not give him full command 
O'er every creature in the land ? 
0*cr all that in the waters fwim. 
Overall that thro' light ether fkim ? 
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"Nay more : I gave a loving wife. 
To be the (blace of his fife ; 
A fair one too. (Jove fwears and vows 
He'd gladly club for fwch a fponfe : 
For Jove we know would now and then. 
By way of frolick, aft like men) 
The very being of a ftate 
Confifts of finall, as well as great ; 
From firft to laft there muft be ranks ; 
Man's bleft in all, yet gives no thanks : 
To every one Jove's bounty flows ; 
To thefe bright honours, wealth to thofe 
And they who dwell in humble cot 
May boaft indeed the happieft lot : 
Inftead of grandeur, pomp, and wealth, 
I give them mirth, content, and health ; 
Nay fome have ftill a luckier hit. 
As country fquire, and London cit, 
Great appetites, and little wit. 
. What would ungrateful mortals have ? 
How dare they fay, Jove nothing gave ? 
To pleafe mankind's no cafy talk ; 
Give e'er fo much, they've more to aik. 
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FABLE Ih 



OD Alexander, it was {aid. 



Without — 'tis faid, without — wc hear. 
How can a fabuliil appear ? 



Time out of mind — are ours of right. 
So far digreft, let's retrograde. 
Like others of the Thyjxdng trade. 
And tell our ftory as wc can— 
This fon of Jove was but a man : 
In bed we left him, and no doubt. 
You long to know his ail : — the gout. 
The gout ! are kings tormented thus ? 
Have they infirmities like us ? 
Why not ? one clay makes up our frame ; 
And kings and fubje6U are the fame. 
It happen'd, where our god was fick. 
That on the carpet lay a ftick ; 
Yes, a crabftick by chance lay there. 
No matter how, or whence, or where. 
The wanted ftick was valued much. 
And foon was falhion'd into crutch. 



Alexander's stick. 




Once on a day — once on a night— 
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And now the monarch's dear fupport. 
He thinks himfelf, like fome at court. 
Of foch importance to the Hate, 

^ muft on him obfequious wait. 

' Such merit never can be flighted ; 
^ And to be fure he will be knighted. 
And then, aloud how fame will blab, 

• That he is dubb'd Sir Broomftick Crab ! 
Favour at court, I've often read. 
Intoxicates the wifeil head : 
If fo, ye courtiers, by your leave. 
How muft a fimpleton behave ? 
Sir Crab now hopes to be his grace. 
Since he fupplies the fceptre's place i 
For if a fceptre's really good. 
Be it of iilver, gold, or wood, 
'Tis not the matter which we prize. 
In merit all the difference lies. 
Merit I have no doubt, or why 
Should this great king on me rely ? 
Lafl night, his . generals around him 
Had left him all juft as they found him ; 
But with my help the god-like man 
Of future conquelb form'd the plan ; 
Trac'd in the fand, in cafe of need. 
How to fall back, and when proceed ; 
Here we make war ; there peace proclaim 
With us great folks 'tis all the fame. 
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Yet we'll purfue an honeft plan. 

And fix the limits — if we can. 

But who (hall check our bold career ? 

Ambition knows of no barrier : 

Not rapid Ganges, deep and wide. 

Its bordering kingdoms can divide : 

If fb, thefe kingdoms all ihall prove. 

What 'tis t* oppofe the fon of Jove. 

Thus, whilft our new-made courtier fed 

The wild chimera in his head. 

Some reft the gouty hero gains ; 

He finds a refpite from his pains ; 

And growing better every day, 

The ufelefs ftick is thrown away. 

By this example warning take, 

Ye courtiers ! ye who dream awake : 

Court-favours are precarious things ; 

The wind will change— and fo may kings. 



H 3 FABLE 
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FABLE nr. 

JUPITER AND THE POET. 

IN angry mood Jove once, they fay, 
(That god comes often in my way) 
Vow'd he'd chaftifc a certain bard. 
For want d rcyercnce and regard : 
What ! Jupiter have paflEona then ? 
Read Homer, and your gods arc men. 
A thing calPd poet (what his name. 
Or who he is, or whence he came. 
It matters not) would have his joke. 
Of gods irreverently fpoke ; 
And to enhance his fund of fin. 
With Jove himfelf muft needs begin. 
Haile,. Vulcan, to thy forge j and fetch 
That bolt doom'd for the greateft wretch. 
But ftay— -bring with thee great and fmall ; 
In one dread heap I'll lanch them all* 
A dire example he (hall prove 
To all fuch bards as fneer at Jove. 
Vulcan bis orders ftrait obey'd — 
The whole creation (hakes difmay'd ; 
Redoubl'd thunder roars aloud. 
And from the thick colleQed cloud 
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Keen lightnings, darting thro' the (ky,, 
Jn Terpentine meanders fly. 
Earth dreads, left from her axis whirPd,. 
She be again to chaos hurl'd. ^ 
And where's the poet sJl this while ? 
Afleep : and ileeping feems to fmile : 
Ah ! foon he*ll feel the vengeful blaft,— 
That fleep will furely be his laft. 
No : he awakes calm and ferene, 
Uneonfcious of the difmal fcene : 
He to Jove's wrath his fafety owes : 
The dart muft err which paffion throws. 
For all thefe bolts together tumbled. 
In wild confufion, only rumbled ; 
Thro' vacant Ikies are vainly toft* 
And all the expedition's loft. 
Some few, tho' guiltlefs, bore the ftiock,. 
And here an oak, and there a rock 
Torn up, o'erthrown in woeful plight, 
Proclaim'd the horrors of the night. 
Now had this wrath-enkindled god 
Seiz'd a ftout broomftick, or a rod, 
Inftead of all this mighty din — 
A mercy on the poet's (kin I . 
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r ] 

FABLE IV. 



THE FROG AND THE RAT. 



(For *tis an axiom of the fchool. 
Who argues proud concludes a fool) 
Tir'd with the marfK, her native home, 
Lpprudently abroad would roam. 
And fix her habitation where 
She'd breathe at leai^ a purer air. 
She was refolv'd to change, that's pofs ; 
Could fhe be woHb than where ihe was ? 
Away the filly jcreature leaps : 
A rat, who faw her laboring fteps^- 
Cry'd out, where in this hurry prayi 
You certainly will go aftray. 
Ne'er fear, I quit that filthy bog. 
Where I fo long have croak'd incog : 
People of talents fure Ihould thrive. 
And not be buried thus alive. 
But pray, for I'm extremely dry. 
Know you of any water nigh ? 
None, faid the rat, you'll reach to day. 
As you fo ilowly make your way. 
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Believe a friend, and take my word, 
Tliis jaunt of yours is quite abfurd. 
Go to your froggery again ; 
In your own element remain. 
No : on the journey ftie was bent ; 
Her thirft increafing as ihe went. 
For want of drink ihe fcarce can hop. 
And yet defpairing of a drop. 
Too late ihe moans her folly paft : 
She faints, flie finks, ihe breathes hd* laft. 
Frogs, in your marfhes be content ; 
Dry land for you was never meant. 
Some breathe in dry, fome in moiil air. 
But all ihould live within their fphere. 



THE 
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THE YOUNG WIDOW. A FABLE. 



Ulfe (hook his head-— poorDamon lay adying; 



JL JL And clofe by his bed-iide his wife fat crying r 

day, fhe faid ; and muft we part ? 
My foul, like thine, is on the wing ; 

Methinks I feel death's iron dart ; 

But oh ! 'tis that which wounds thy heatty. 

That bears to mine the fting. 
Her grief was great, fo was her moan : 

And much to die fhe feem'd inclin'd ; 
Howe'er, fhe let him go alone. 

And prudently remained behind. 
A week, or fo, was pafl and gone. 
Still fhe continued weeping on. 
When to her houfe her father came. 
And thus addrefs'd the mournful dame : 
My child, faid he, enough of tears you've Ihed ; 
Think of the living, and forget the dead. 
Another fpoufe — don't flartle at the word, 
'Tis but a fecond, you may have a third. 

As foon as decency permits, 

1 have a hufband to propofe ; 

Young, handfbme, rich, jull one of thofc 
That's form'd to cure a widow's fits. 



BY MR. C. DENIS. 




Ah, 
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Ah» fir ! is this a father's part 
To wound afreih a bleeding heart ? 
Shall I another hnfband wed ? 
Oh no : my only love is dead ; 
Nor will I other wedding have, 
*Till I am bedded in his grave. 

The father left her to digeft 
The wife and prudent things he fidd ; 
He put the hufband in her head,' 

And time he knew would do the reft. 
The cares of mourning next took place ; 
To drefs her grief, and fuit her face : 
'Twas Cupid's thought ; for what exceeds 
A pretty widow in her weeds ? 
And now each looking-glafs could tell 
That black became her vaflly well. 

The finiles and graces, that were fcar'd away. 
With all the band of little loves. 
And Gytherea's doves. 

Came dropping in each day. 
The father, if report fays true. 

Another vifit made, ere mourning over ; 
I'm glad, my dear, faid he, fo well to find you ; 

But mention'd not a word of the new lover : 
At which fhe blufh'd — muft I then, fir, remind you ? 
The thing's too feripus to be made a joke of; 
Where is the hufband, pray, that once you fpbke of? 
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Wide is the difference, as you fee it here, 
*Twixt widow of a day, and widow of a year. 
All lenient time expands his wings. 

Away he fiies with human cares ; 

Then back, full fraught with joy, repairs. 
And every balmy comfort brings. 
Time checks the mourning hufband's fighs ; 

*Tis he congeals the falling tear. 

To form the lovely lucid leer. 
Which fjparkles in a widow's eyes. 
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ON THE ROYAL NUPTIALS. 



HeneverytongucgreatGcorge'spraiferedtes, 



^ ^ And heart-felt gratitude the verfe indites ; 
day I my wiihes for his weal impart, 
n words that fpeak the language of the heart : 
/lay I, the humbleft of the mufes train, 
'refume to join them in the lofty ftrain ; 
''es, yes, the infpiring mufe now darts her ray, 
Lnd bids to Charlotte thus devote the lay. 
)eign then, O queen ! to view this humble wreath, 
ind on the flowery band acceptance breathe : 
Myrtles as fragrant as thy George's name, 
7hofe incenfe rifes on the wings of fame, 
refh have I cuU'd from Pindus' facred lhade, 
^ith blooming flowerets that can never fade ; 
.mblems of virtues that thy George adorn, 
oretelling bleflings to an age unborn ; 
»aurels unchanging join the myllic band, 
Vhich fpeak the glories of this conquering land : 
""hefe, royal Charlotte, by the mufe confign'd, 
^rembling I weave, thy facred brow to bind. 



TO THE qUESN. 



BY MRS. P — 




The 
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The wreath thus fonn'd, receive it, gracious queen 
And mark the virtues that in George are feen : 
His name, by generous deeds illuilrious grown. 
Now fhines the brighteft jewel in his crown ; 
Fair honour fits enthroned upon his brow. 
Where youth and beauty like thefe flowerets grow 
Virtue and truth his fteady footfteps wait. 
And mercy, fmiling cherub, opes his gate : 
At his example vice aftonifh'd falls, 
And dreads an exile from our happy walls : 
Religion now frelh beams her cheering ray. 
And heaven's vicegerent gladly owns the fway : 
True filial piety his bofom warms. 
And focial fondnefs in the monarch charms : 
From his bright pattern every blcffing fprings. 
The beft of fons, of brothers, and of kings. 
What more remain'd to form the god-like youth ? 
Paternal fondnefs, and connubial truth. 
Lo ! now approving angels gracious bring 
A confort worthy Albion's virtuous king : 
Graces celeftial to her mind belong. 
Humble tho* great, and fagely wife tho* young. 
England's old genius like himfelf appears. 
And points exulting to the coming years ; 
With joy paternal bids obedient hme 
To trembling nations Britiih George proclaim : 
Long may he reign, encircled with renown. 
Fair as his virtues, mighty as his crown : 

May 
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May fweet domefUc blifs, unmix'd with care. 
And foft content your rifing hours prepare : 
May each fucceeding year new tranfport bring. 
And truth and wifdom bloom perpetual fpring: 
Long may the people and the king conteft. 
Who moft revere, who love each other beft : 
May his dread fceptre horrid war bid ceafe. 
And awe perfidious nations into peace : 
May home-felt blifs the cares of Hate beguile. 
The parent's rapture at the cherub-iniile ; 
'J 'he joys refin'd to rear the budding flower. 
And tafte its fweetnefs in the vernal hour ; 
Joys ! fuch as lov'd, lamented Frederick knew. 
Beneath whofe care his infant virtues grew : 
Like good Augufta be great Charlotte feen. 
Nor lofe the mother in the mighty queen : 
And late, oh late, may heaven's dread mandate come. 
Which calls the mortal to his native home : 
Then may fome radiant fpirit guide your way. 
To the blefs'd regions of eternal day ; 
There, brighter crown 'd, amidft the facred throng. 
In llrains celeflial join the feraph's fong. 



ON 
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ON OCCASION OF THE PEACE. A POEM. 



Peace o'er the world her olive wand extends^ 

And white-rob'd innocence from heaven defcends. pope..' 

A Dieu die horrors of deftruftive war, 



But welcome to our fmiling fields again. 
Sweet peace ! attended with thy jocund train. 
Truth, virtue, freedom, that can never cloy,. 
And all the pleafing family of joy^ 
Thofefchenies purfued, which Pitt fo wifely planM, 
Conqueft has Ihower'd her bleffings on the land ; 
And Britain's fbns more laurels have obtained. 
Than all her Henries, or her Edwards gain'd :. 
George faw with joy the peaceful period given^ 
And bow'd obedient to the will of heaven : 
Awful he rofe to bid diffention ceafe. 
And all the warring world was calm'd to peace ; 
** Thus did the roaring waves their rage compofe, 
** When the great father of the floods arofe.'* 
Then came Aftrea mild, our ifle to blefs. 
Fair queen of virtue, and of happinefs ! 
Then came our troops in fighting fields renown'd, 
And mark'd with many an honourable wound. 



BY F. F— 




The 
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The tender fair one, long by fears oppreft. 
Now feels fbft raptures rifing in her breaft. 
The blooming hero of her heart to view. 
And hear him bid the dangerous camp adieu. 
The widow'd bride, that long on grief had fed. 
And bath'd with weeping the deferted bed. 
Glad that the tumults of the war are o'er. 
That terror, rage, and rapine are no more. 
Greets her rough lord, fecure from hoftile harms^ 
And hopes an age of pleafure in his arms : 
While he, with pompous eloquence, recites 
Dire fcenes of caftles ftorm'd, ^d defperate fights ; 
Or tells how Wolfe the free-bom Britons led. 
How Granby cbnquer'd, and the Houiehold fled $ 
She, to the pleafing dreadful tale intent. 
Now fmiles, now trembles, for the great event. 
O curft ambition, foe to human good. 
Pregnant with woe, and prodigal of blood ! 
Thou fruitful fburce, whence ftreams of forrow flow. 
What devaftations to thy guilt we owe ! 
Where-e'er thy fury riots, all around 
Confuflon, havoc, and dread deaths abound : 
Where Ceres flourifli'd, and gay Flora finii'd. 
Behold, a barren, folitary wild ! 
To (lately cedars thorns and briars fucceed. 
And in the garden fpreads the noxious weed ; 
Where cattle pailured late, the purple plain. 
Sad icene of horror ! teems with heroes flain ; 

•I ^V^x^ 
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Where the proud palace rear'd its haughty head, j 

Deep in the duft, fee ! crumbling columns fpmd ; 

See gallant Britons in the field expire. 

Towns tum'd to aflies, fanes involv'd in fire I 

Thefe deeds the guilt of rafh ambition tclU 

And bloody difcord, furious fiend of hell I 

Ye baneful fitters, with your frantic crew. 

Hence (peed your flight, *and take your laft adieu. 

Eternal wars in barbarous worlds to wage ; 

There vent your inextinguifliablc rage. 

But come, fair Peace, and be the nation's bride. 

And let thy fitter Plenty grace thy fide, 

O come ! and with thy placid prefence cheer 

-Our drooping hearts, and ftay for ever here. 

• I^ow be the Ihrill, ftrife-ftirring trumpet mute ; 
Now let us liften to the foftcr lute : 
The (hepherd now his numerous flocks fhall feed, 
Where war relentlefs doom'd the brave to bleedj 
On ruin'd ramparts ihall the hawthorn flower. 
And mantling ivy clafp the nodding tower, 
Unufual harvetts wave along the dale. 
And the bent fickle o'er the fword prevail. 
No more fliall ftates with rival rage contend. 
But arts their empire o'er the world extend ; 
Ingenuous arts, that humanize the mind. 
And give the brightett polifti to mankind ! 
Then ihall our chiefs in breathing marble ttand. 
And life feem ftarting from the fculptor's hand ; 

Then 



Then lovely nymphs in living pifture rife. 
The faircft faces, and the brighteft eyes : 
flThere * polifh'd Lane no lofs of beauty fears ; 
Her charms, ftill mellowing with revolving years. 
Shall, ev'n on canvas, youthful hearts engage. 
And warm the cold indifference of age : 
Then the firm arch (hall ftem the roaring tide. 
And join thofe countries which the ilreams divide ; 
Then villas rife of true palladian proof. 
And the proud palace rear its ample roof ; 
Then ftatelier temples to the flues afcend. 
Where mix'd with nobles mighty kings may bend. 
Where poverty may fend her fighs to heaven. 
And guilt return, repent, and be forgiven. 
Such are the fruits which facred peace imparts. 
Sweet nurfe of liberty and learned arts ! 
Thcfe ihe reftores — O i that ihe could reftore 
Life to thofe Britons who now breathe no more. 
Who in th* embattled field undaunted Hood, 
And greatly perifh'd in their country's good ; 
Or who, by rage of angry tempefts toft. 
In wlu^lpools of the whelming main were loft. 
Ye honoured fhades of chiefs untimely flain ! 
Whofe bones lie fcatter'd on fome foreign plain ; 

* The hon. mrs. Lane, daughter of the right hon. lord 
chancellor Henley, and wife to the hon. mr. Lane. 
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That now perchance by lonely hind are fccii 
In glittering armour gliding o'er the green ; 
Ye ! that beneath the cold cerulean wave 
Have made the watery element your grave. 
Whole wandering fpirits haunt the winding fhoit. 
Or ride on whirlwinds while the billows roar. 
With kind protedion ftiU our ifle defend, 
(If fouls unbodied can protedion lend) 
Still o'er the king your ihadowy pinions fpread. 
And in the day of danger ihield his head ; 
Your bright examples fhall our pattern be 
To make us valiant, and to keep us free*. 

Dec. 1762. 



ODE 
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ODE ON DARKNESS. 

5^1 Ms now the dreary hour of night, 

X When darkneia ihuts the fenfe of iight : 
Where fparkles now that florid grace. 
That fat enth^n'd on nature's face ? 
That golden flood of glory where. 
That ftream'd its luftre thro' the air ? 
That private, zephyr-quivering fhade. 
Where Thyrfis woo'd his lovely maid ? 
Alas ! the fun, alas I the fliade, 
Where Thyriis woo'd his lovely maid, 
"Are vanifli'd, and the watery dyke. 
And flowery bank have charms alike. 
The velvet lawn, the tree-topt hill. 
The fertile mead, the neighboring rill. 
And all, that lately ^eas'd my eye. 
In undiflinguiih'd darknefs lie. 
Oh, darknefs ! each extreme degree 
Is reconciled alone by thee. 
What now avail Lucinda's eyes, 
That wont to dazzle and furprize ? 
Or what the captivating charms 
Of Stella's lilly-colour'd arms ? 
Since none the difference can fee 
'Twixt beauty and deformity. 



Involv'd in tenor, on his bed 
The wretch of guilt reclines his head. 
Reclines, and wifhes for repofe. 
That friendly balm of human woes. 
In .vain, for gentle fleep denies 
With magic wand to clofe his eyes ; 
And ihould he nod, he dreams defpair. 
And wakens to redoubled cane. 
Then fpeftred forms before him fvveep. 
Imaginary foes to fleep, 
Whilft every .whiftling breath of wind 
Adds deeper horror to his mind. 
He fweats in tremor, finks his head. 
To every fenfe of comfort dead : 
With pain refledb, attempts to pray^ 
And yearns to fee the glimpfe of day. 
Not fo, the fteady, tranquil man. 
Who ads by reafon's virtuous plan ; 
No wild fantaflic thoughts controul 
The fettled firmnefs of his foul. 
For, thro' the gloomy veil of night. 
He fees a conflant, . facred light. 
That beams its unremitting ray. 
And changes darknefs into day« 
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JANUARY. 

AN O D S* 

ON yon black doad, behold Aquarios ftand^ 
. Poiiing an ample urn in either hand I 
The load he fways, then fwiftly pours 
In catarads the deluge down ; 
Thorough wind howls difcordant with the ihowers^ 
Whim nature knits each feature to a frown. 

The dripping poultry feck the clofeft flicds : 
The penfive warblers droop their little heads : 

Nor without caufe. No gilding ray 

Breaks thro' the foggy veil of air ; 
But all is pidlurefque of blank difmay. 
Engendering ipirits of extreme deipair. 

Is this th' unpleafing foretafte of the year ? 
And does the firft month meet me with a tear ? 

And fhall not better days enfue, 

The foul to cherilh and fuflain ? 
Shall no bright profpefts lengthen to the view. 
No river finile, no landfcape charm again ? 

Lo ! fly the clouds ; the fun renews his ray ; 
Aquarius adds a luilre to the day ; 
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To globes of ice each freezing urn 
Tran^fcrms : The crown, ^^ch late he wore 
Surcharged with wet, condenfes in its turn. 
And looks a fubftance of felf-polifh*d ore. 

tibw round the board, my friends ! in concert join. 
And diown defpair in copious floods of .wine. 

Vulcan ! lit down and blow the fire ; 

And Bacchus, thott ! my butler be : 
Approach, my Genius ! fill the goblet higher, 
I'll have no other Ganymede but thee. 

W. W. 
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ODE TO FEBRUARY. 
' TIth wreath of yellow crocus bound, 



V V Sec furr-clad February crcfcp ! 
Hb beard with fnow is filver'd o'er, 
Which ftill invefb the hoary ground : 
Two dolphins wait him on the deep. 

And as they once Arion bore, 
Invite him to ferener ikies, 
Where the delighted fpring-bird flies. 

Bat he, intent to prune and plant. 
And throw his feeds around the foil. 
With decent grace the boon refigns. 
Left autumn's treafures fhould be fcant ; 
Thence he renews his daily toil. 

And trims with care the tender vines ; 
From ruft he wipes his crooked knife. 
And gives the infant fap new life. 

Vol. II. B Now 
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Now earlier with her golden key 
Aurora haftens to the eail : 
And Uter now advances night 
To draw her mantle o'er the day, 
Sufpending the nodlurnal f eafl : 
Diana fooner hails the light ; 
And hark the jolly huntfman's horn 
With fprightly note (alutes the morn I 

What are the checqucr'd months to me ? 
Or if they lower, or if they fliine. 
So Myra but approves my flame : 
Throb not my heart ; be calm and free. 
For yonder comes old Valentine ! 

The feather'd fongflers lhall proclaim 
His feftival with blither note. 
And drefs anew their bridal coat. 

To Myra I enclosed my heart. 
Each letter bore an ardent vow ; 
St. Valentine the thought infpir'd. 
And wrote the verfe with Cupid's dart. 
Next morning with ferener brow 

She own'd her melting bofom fir'd ; 
And gave her every charm to join 
The avifon of Valentine. 
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S T A K-.JZ A S, 

OCCASIONED BY THE FORWARDNESS OF THE 
SPRING. 

0*ER nature's frdh hofom, by verdure unbound. 
Bleak winter blooms lovely as fpring : 
Rich flowerets, how fragrant ! rife wantonly round ! 
And fummer's wing'd choriilers fing ! 

To greet the young monarch of Britain's bleft ifle ! 

The groves with gay bloflbms are gracM I 
The primrofe peeps forth with an innocent finile. 

And cowflips crowd forward in hafle ! 

Difpatch, gentle Flora ! the nymphs of your train. 
Thro* woodlands to gather each fweet : 

Then rob of its rofes the dew-fpangled plain. 
And flrcw the gay fpoils at his feet ! 

chaplets of lawrel, in verdure the fame. 
For George, O ye virgins, entwine ! 
I^romconqueft'sown temples thefe evcr-greens came. 
And thofe from the brows of the nine : 



What 
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What glories, ye Britons, one emblem implies. 

Shall to your lov'd monarch belong! 
What Miltons, the other, what Drydens arife. 

To make him immortal in fong ! 

To a wreath of frcflioak, England's emblem of power, 
Whofe honours with time lhall increafe. 

Add a fair olive-fprig, jufl unfolding its flower c 
Rich token of concord and peace ! 

Next give him young myrtles, by beauty's brigh 
Colledled, the pride of her grovel [queen 

How fragrant their odour ! their foliage how green ! 
Sweet promife of conjugal love ! 

LetGaul's captive lillies, cropt dofefrom the ground. 

As trophies of conqueil be tied : 
The virgins all cry — ** There's not one to be found, 
Out-bloom'd by his rofes they died I" 

Ye fo^s of old England ! fuch fate fhall ye fhare : 

With George as our glories advance, 
Thro' envy you'll ficken—you'll droop-^you'Hdeipair^ 

And die like the lillies of France. 



SPRINGr - 
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SPRING. ADDRESSED TO MYRA. 

A Gain the circling fun in Pifces • rides. 
And up the ileep of heaven his courfers guides. 
Stern winter ftalks with fullen pace away. 
And night refigns her empire to the dzy^ 
Now various beauty, from the teeming earth. 
Awakes to life, and rifes into birth. 
Now floods, from froft unbound, fpontaneous flow ; 
The fcaly breed now vigorous iport below. 
Nefv life the vernal fun difluflng wide. 
New life now quickens in the glaflfy tide ; 
That life, alas ! to fatal wilds a prey. 
The fame fbft feafbn gives and takes away. 
The fiihers. now the fpedous bait apply. 
And, unfufpeded, glides the mimic fly ; 
Mean-while the paifing cloud and tranflent ihowcr, 
Dim the dear mirror in a faithlefs hour ; 
Thro' the falfe medium now the fry behold. 
The glittering wings miftook for native gold. 
Xacb (prings, impatient of the gawdy prize,. 
.And each, grown wife too late, repenting die3% 
Take heed, ye fair, by this example taught, 
^uch. are the wiles by which your fex is caught ; 

* The- fign in the Zodiac, which the fun eccuptes in 
Yebruaiy. 

B 3 
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In fpnng's foFt feafon with moft caution truft. 
If men are faithlefs, to youHelves be juft. 
Sujperior beauty now adorns the fkies ; 
Bright and more bright the vernal mcmiings rife ; 
Now Kenna's • love, fair Albion's filver flower. 
In modefl white adorns the genial hour. 
The lovely leader of the flowery race. 
The firft in honour, and the firft in place, 
With thefe, Pomona's blooming train appear. 
Sweet pledge of plenty to the cloflng year. 
Soft Zephyr's breath, and kind prolific rains. 
With various hues and fragrance fill the plains ; 
All, all rejoice, with nature in her prime. 
And pleafure wings the feather'd feet of time. 
Will gende Myra liften while I fing, 
Wiftiful to join the mufic of the fpring ? 
By thee alone kind nature can beflow. 
One heart-felt joy, that here I wifh to know* 
Thy fmile difpenfes all that fpring can give ; 
For not to live with hope, is not to live. 

* The fnow'drop. — See Tickel's 4>oem on Ktn&npoc 
gardens* 
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ON THE FIRST OF FEBRUARY. 

BEING THE BIRTH-DAT OP A BEAUTIFUL 
TOUNO LADY. 

LAfl of the dreaiy winter's trainy . 
Hail, February, hail ! 
In thee the fwains fklute again 

The habitable vale ! 
Call forth, amidfl the leafieTs glades. 
Thy crocoies, and * faireil maids. 

From out thy ipring-expefting bowers ; 
Or elfe (an honouc more divine !) 
Around thy brows my nymph fhall twine 
Her artificial flowers. 

The fmile of May, the laugh of June, 

And autumn's joy full-blown, 
In rapture fhall thy rough blafls tune. 

For Nancy was thy own : 
With beauty built upon her bloom. 
With fweets deriv'd from her perfume, 

You brave the forward charms of fpring ; 
Since author of fo fweet a toaft. 
The year no brighter gem can boaft 

In all its circling ring. 

* Soow-drops, inSuftblk, are called fair-maids of February. 

B 4 RO^kC^, 
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HORACE, ODE IV. BOOK I. IMITATED. 
|W TOW ice-forming winter is melted away. 



And gentle Favonius refrefhes the day ; 
Spring fweetly in dimples now fmiles on the fbeams. 
And wherries fail light on the bofom of Thames : 
No longer the cattle warm cover require. 
The lubber no longer hangs over the fire ; 
No longer in fnow the green meadows are loft, 
A nd the fields are difarm'd of their breaft-plateof froft. 
At noon the gay ladies, like fo many graces. 
In the Park, if the fun ihines, difplay their fair faces ; 
But fo languid a luilre the fun now fupplies, 
'Tis excell'd, far excelPd, by the ladies bright eyes. 
With wreaths of frefli flowers let us cover our heads. 
Crocus, fnow-drop, and primrofe, that grow in the 
meads ; 

But if in the meadows frcfli flowerets arc rare. 
Our foldiers have plenty of laurels to fp^re : 
St. Valentine bids us be jovial and gay. 
And finifli with wine, love, and friendfliip, the day ; 
Fill, fill the large bowl, and let enmity ceafe; 
Let us drink the king's health, who has crown'd us 
with peace. 

Life is fliort, and grim death alike knocks at the door 
Ofthe monarch's proud dome, andthecotof thepoor : 
Let us live then, nor longer procraftinate bliis, 
Whea we^re dead we &v^\dxm\LiiQ&.^li<yior as this. 
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DEITY, A POEM. 

BY THE LATE MR. SAMUEL BOYSE. 

FRom earth's low profpeds, and deceitful aims^ 
From wealth's allurements, and ambition's 
The lover's raptures, and the hero' s views, [dreams^ 
All the falfe joys miilaken man purfues. 
The fchemes of fcience, the delights of wine. 
Or the more pleafing follies of the Nine ! 
Recall, fond bard, thy long enchanted fight. 
Deluded with the vifionary light ! 
,A nobler theme demands thy facred fong, 
A theme beyond or man's or angel's tongue ! 
A theme ! that fhould the noblefl warmth impart 
To ^imate the foul, and warm the heart I 
But oh, alas 1 unhallow'd and profane, 
How fhalt thou dare to raife the heavenly ftrain ? 
Do thou, who from the altar's living fire 
Ifaiah's tuneful lips didil once infpire. 
Come to my aid, celeftial fpirit, come ; 
From my dark mind difpel the dubious gloom $ 
My paifions itill, my purer breaft inflame. 
To fmg that God from whom exigence came ; 
Till heaven and nature in the concert join. 
And own the author of their birth divine. 
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I. Eternity. 



Whence fprung this glorious frame, or whence 
The various forms the univerfe compofe? [arofe 
From what almighty caufe, what myfHc fprings 
Shall we derive the origin of things ? 
Sing heavenly guide ! whofe all-efficient light 
Drew dawning planets from the womb of night ! 
Since reafon, by thy facred di^tes taught. 
Adores a power beyond the reach of thought. 
Firft caufe of cauies ! iire fupreme of birth ! 
Sole light of heaven ! acknowledg'd life of earth ! 
Whoie wordfrom nothing call'd this beauteous whole. 
This mde-expanded all from pole to pole ! 
Who fliall prefcribe the boundary to thee ? 
Or fix the aera of eternity ! 
Should we, deceiv'd by error's fceptic glafs. 
Admit the thought abfurd — that nothing was ! 
Thence would this wild, this falfe conclufion flow. 
That nothing rais'd this beauteous all below i 
When from difclofing darknefe fplendor breaks, 
Aflbciate atoms move, and matter fpeaks ! 
When non-exiftence burib its clofe difguife. 
How blind are mortals ? — not to own the ikies ! 
If one vaft void eternal held its place, 
Whence ftarted time ? or whence expanded (pace ! 



What 
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What gave the ilumbering mafs to feel a change f 

Or bid confenting worlds harmonious range ! 

Could nothing link the univerfal chain ? 

Noy 'tis impoffible, abfurd and vain ! 

Here reafbn its eternal author finds, ^ 

The whole who regulates, unites, and binds, ( 

Enlivens matter, and produces minds ! J 

Inactive chaos deeps in dull repofe. 

Nor knowledge thence, nor free volition flows ! 

A nobler fource thofe powers etherial Ihow, 

By which we think, deiign, refled, and know ; 

Thefe from a caufe fuperior date their rife, 

** Abftrad in eflence from material tyes." 

An origin immortal, as fupreme. 

From whofe pure day, celeflial rays I they came : 

In whom all poilible perfedions fhine. 

Eternal, felf-exiftent, and divine 1 

From this great fpring of uncreated ought ! 

This all-refplendent orb of vital light ! 

Whence all created beings take their rife. 

Which beautify the earth, or paint the fkics ! 

Profufely-wide the boundlefs bleflings flow. 

Which heaven enrich, and gladden worlds below ! 

Which are no Icfs, when properly defin'd. 

Than emanations of th' eternal mind ! 

Hence triumphs tnith beyond objeftion ckar 

(Let 4inbelief Attend, and ihrlnk withfear!) 
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That what for ever was— muft furely be 
Beyond cominencement> and from period free i 
Drawn from himfelf his native excellence. 
His date eternal, and his (pace immenfe ! 
And all of whom that man can comprehend, 
Isy that he ne'er begun, nor e'er lhall end. 
In him i&om whom exiilence boundlefs flows. 
Let humble faith its facred truft repofe ; 
Affur'd, on his eternity depend, 
" Eternal father ! and eternal friend 1" 
Within that myftic circle fafety feek. 
No time can weaken, and no force can break ; 
And, loft in adoration, breathe his praiie. 
High lock of ages, antient fire of days ! 

II. Unity. 

Thus rccogniz'd, the fpring of life and thought! 
Eternal, felf-deriv'd, and unbegot ! 
Approach, celefUal mufe ! th' empyreal throne. 
And awfully adore th' exalted one ! 
In nature pure, in place fupremely free. 
And happy in eflential unity I 
Blefs'd in himfelf, had from his forming hand 
No creatures fprung to hail his wide command ; 
Blefs'd, had the facred fountain ne'er run o'er, 
A boundlefs fea of blifs, that knows no fliore I 
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Nor fcnfe can two bright origins conceive. 

Nor reafbn two eteraal Gods believe ! 

Could the wild Manichxan own that guide, 

THe good would triumph, and the ill fubfide ! 

Again would vanquiih'd Arimanius bleed. 

And darknefs from prevailing light recede i 

In different individuals we find. 

An evident difparity of mind ; 

Hence dudUle thought a thoufand changes gains. 

And aftions vary as the will ordains ; 

But fhould two beings, equally fupreme. 

Divided power, and parted empire claim ; 

How foon would univerfal order ceafe J 

How ibon would difcord harmony diiplace ? 

Eternal fchemes maintain eternal fight. 

Nor yield, fu|)ported by eternal might i 

Where each would uncontroPd his aim purfue. 

The links diflever, or the chain renew ; 

Matter from motion crofs impreffions take. 

As ferv'd each power his rival's power to break. 

While neutral chaos, from his deep recefs, -j 

Would view the never-ending ftrife increafe, I 

And blefs the contell which fecur'd his peace ! 3 

Or new creations would oppofing rile, 

With elemental war to blot the fkies ! 

And round wild uproar and confuiion hurl'd. 

Would veil the heavens, and waftc the ruin*d world. 
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Two independent caufes to admits 

Defboys religion, and debafes wit ; 

The iirfl by fuch an anarchy undone. 

The lafl acknowledges its fource but one. 

As from the main the mountain rills are drawn. 

That wind irriguous thro' the flowery lawn ; 

So, mindful of their fpnng, one courfe they keep. 

Exploring, till they find their native deep ! 

Exalted power ! invifible, fupreme. 

Thou fbvereign fole unutterable name ! 

As round thy throne thy flaming feraphs ftand. 

And as they touch the lyre with trembling hand. 

Too weak thy pure effulgence to behold. 

With their rich plumes their dazzled eyes infold : 

Tranfported with the ardors of thy praife. 

The holy ! holy ! holy ! anthem raifb ! 

To them, refponfive, let creation fing. 

Thee, indivifible eternal king ! 

III. Spiritualitt. 

O fay, celeftial mufe ! whofe purer birth, 
Difdains the low material ties of earth ! 
By what bright images fhall be defined 
The myftic nature of th' eternal mind ? 
Or how lhall thought the dazzling height explore. 
Where all that reafon can— ^ is to adore ! 
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That God's an immaterial efience pure. 
Whom figure can't ddcnbe» nor parts immore ; 
Incapable of paflions, impulfe, fear. 
In good pre-eminent, in truth fevere : 
Unmix'd his nature, and fublim'd his powers, 
From all the grofs allay which tempers ours ; 
In whofe clear eye the bright angelic train 
Appear fufifus'd with imperfedion's flain ! 
Impervious to the man's — -or feraph's eye. 
Beyond the ken of each, exalted high ! 
Him would in vain material femblance feign. 
Or figur'd flirines the boundlefs God contain ; 
Objed of faith ! — he fhuns the view of fenfe. 
Loft in the blaze of fightlefs excellence ! 
Moft perfect, moft intelligent, moftwife. 
In whom the fandlity of purenefs lies ; 
In whofe adjufting mind the whole is wrought, 
Whofe form is fpirit ! and whofe effence, thought ! 
Are truths infcrib'd by wifdom's brighteft ray. 
In charaders that gild the face of day I 
Reafbn confefs'd, (howe'er we may difpute) 
Fix'd boundary ! difcovers man from brute ; 
But dim to us, exerts its fainter ray, 
Deprefs'd in matter, and allied to clay ! 
In forms fuperior kindles lefs confin'd, 
Whofe drefs is aether, and whofe fubftance mind ; 
Yet all from him, fupreme of caufes, flow, 
To him their powers and their cxiftence owe ; 
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Lodg'd in his view, their certain wnys they know ; 
Plac'd in that fight from whence can nothing go. 
On earth his footflool iix'd, in heaven his feat ; 
Enthron'd he di^tes — and his word is fate. 
• Nor want his ihining images below^ 

In ftrcams that murmw, or in winds that blow^ 
His fpirit broods along the boundlefs iiood. 
Smiles in the plain, and whiipers in the wood ; 
Warms in the genial fun's enlivening ray. 
Breathes in the air, and beautifies the day ; 
Steals on our footfleps wherefoe*er we go. 
And yields the pupeft joys we tafte below« 
Should man his great inuneniity deny, 
Man might as well ufurp the vacant (ky : 
For were he limited in date, or view. 
Thence were his attributes imperfedt too ; 
His knowledge, power, his goodnefs, all confin'd* 
And lofl the notion of a ruling mind : 
Feeble the truft, and comfortlefs the fenfc. 
Of a defedlive partial providence : 
Boldly might then his arm iiyuftice brave. 
Or innocence in vain his mercy crave ; 
Dejefted virtue lift its hopelefs eye, 
And deep diflrefs pour out the heartlefs figh ; 
An abfent God no abler to defend. 
Protect, or punifh, than an abfent friend ; 
DiiUnt alike our wants or griefs to know. 
To eafe the anguilh, or prevent the blow i 

If 
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If he, fupreme diredor, were not near, 
y^in were our hope^ and empty were our fear ; 
Unponiih'd vice would o'er the world prevail^ 
And unrewarded virtue toil — to fail ! 
The moral world a fecond chaos tum» 
And nature for her great fupporter mourn ! 
Even the weak embryo, ere to life it breaks. 
From his high power its flender texture takes ; 
While in his book the various parts inroU'd 
Increafing, own eternal wifdom's mould. 
Nor views he only the material whole. 
But pierces thought, and penetrates the foul ! 
Ere from the lips the vocal accents part. 
Or the faint purpofe dawns within the heart. 
His fteady eye the mental birth perceives. 
Ere yet to us the new idea lives : 
Knows what we fay — ere yet the words proceed. 
And ere we form th' intention, marks the deed. 
But confcience, fair vicegerent-light within, 
Aflerts its author, and reHores the fcene ; 
Points out the beauty of the govem'd plan. 

And vindicates the ways of God to man.'* 
Then facred mufe, by the vaft profpeft fir*d. 
From heaven defcended, as by heaven infpir'd ; 
His all-enlightening omniprefence own. 
Whence firft thou feel'ft thy dwindling prefence 
His wideonmifcience, juiUy grateful, fing, [known ; 
Whence thy weak fcience prunes its callow wing ! 
C 2 
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And blefs th' eternal, all-informing foul, 
Whoft iight pervades, whofe knowledge fills the 
whole. 

y. ImM VTABILtTT. 

As the eternal and omnifcient mind. 
By laws not limited, nor bounds confin'd. 
Is always independent, always free. 
Hence (hines confefs'd immutability ! 
Change, whether the fpontaneous child of will» 
Or birth of force,-— is imperfedticm ftill. 
But he, all-perfe£t, in himfelf contains 
Power felf-deriv'd, for from himfelf he reigns i 
If, alter'd by conftraint, we could fuppofe. 
That God his fix'd ftability fhould lofe ; 
How flartles reafcm at a thought fo ftrange ! 
What power can force omnipotence to change ? 
If from his own divine produ^ve thought. 
Were the yet (banger alteration wrought ; 
Could excellence fupreme new rays acquire ? 
Or ftrong perfodion raife its glories higher ? 
Abfurd ! — his high meridian brightnefs glows. 
Never decreaies, never overflows ! 
Knows no addition^ yields to no deoty* 
The facred blaase of inexhauftleis day 1 
Below, thro' difierent forms does matter nmge. 
And life fubfifb from elemental change, 
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Liquids ecmdenfing, fhapes terreftiial wear, 
£artli moiuits io fire^ and fire di0blvcs in air; 
While we» enquiring phantoms of a day, 
Inconfi^t as the ihadows we furvey^ 
With them, aloAg time's rapid current pafs. 
And hafte to mingle with the parent mais ; 
But thouy eternal Lord of life divine ! 
In youth immortal (halt for ever ihine ! 
No change (hall darken thy exalted name. 
From everlaiting ages iHU the fame. 
If God, like man, his purpoie could renew. 
His laws could vary, or his plans undo ; 
Defponding faith would droop its cheerlefs wing. 
Religion deaden to a lifelefs thing : 
Where could we, rational, repofe our trail. 
But in a power immutable as jufl ? 
How jvdge of revelation's force divine. 
If truth unerring gave not the defign ; 
. Where, as in nature's fair according plan. 
All fmiles benevolent and good to man. 
Placed in this narrow clouded fpot below. 
Darkly we fee around, and darkly know I 
Religion lends the falutary beam. 
That guides our reafon thro' the dubious gleam ; 
Till founds the hour ! when he who rules the ikies. 
Shall bid the curtain of onmiicience riie ! 
Shall diffipate the miib that veil our fight. 
And ihow his creatures — all his ways are right ! 
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Then, when ailoniih'd nature feels its fate. 

And fetter'd time ihall know its lateft date ! 

When earth (hall in the mighty blaze exfHre, 

Heaven melt with heat, and worlds diiTolye in fin 

The univerfal fyftem fhrink away. 

And ceafing orbs confefs th' almighty fway : 

Immortal he, amidft the wreck fecure^ 

Shall fit exalted, permanently pure ! 

As in the facred buih, (hall fhine the fame^ 

And from the ruin raife a fairer frame. 

VI. Omnipotence. 

Far hence, ye vifionary charming maids. 
Ye fancied nymphs that haunt the Grecian fhadc 
Your birth, who from conceiving fiftion drew. 
Your {elves producing phantoms as untrue ; 
But come, fuperior mufe ! divinely bright. 
Daughter of heaven, whofe offspring ftill are Ugh 
O condefcend, celeitial facred guefl. 
To purge my fight, and confecrate my brcaft ; .. 
While I prefume omnipotence to trace. 
And fing that power, who peopled boundlefs (pace. 
Thou preient wert, when forth th* Almighty rod< 
While chaos trembled at the voice of God : 
Thoufaw'ft, when o'er th' immenfe his line he dre^ 
^hen nothing from his word exiitence knew : 
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His wordy that wak'd to life the V2& profbiind». * 
While conicioas li^ht was kindled at the found l 
Creation fair iurpriz'd th' angelic eyes. 
And fovereign wiidom iaw that all was wife : 
Him, fole almighty nature's book difplays, 
Diilind the page, and legible the rays : 
Let the wild fceptic his attention throw 
To the broad horizon, or earth below ; 
He finds thy foft impreflion touch his breaft, 
He feels the God, — and owns him unconfefs'd : 
Should the ftray pilgrim, tir'd of fands and ikies,. 
In Lybia's wafte behold a palace rife. 
Would he believe the charm from atoms wrought f 
Go, atheift, hence, and mend thy juHer thought. 
What hand, almighty archited ! but thine, 
Could give the model of this vaft deiign ? 
What hand but thine adjuil th' amazing whole f 
And bid confenting fyilems beauteous roll : 
What hand but thine fupply the folar light ? 
For ever wafHng, yet for ever bright : 
What hand but thine the azure convex fpread ? 
What hand but thine trace out the ocean's bed ? 
To the vaft main the fandy barrier throw. 
And with that feeble curb reftrain the foe ? 
What hand but thine the wintry flood affwagc^. 
Or flop the tempeft in its wildeft rage ? 
Thee infinite ! 'what finite can explore ? 
Imagination finks beneath thy power 
C 4t 



. [ «4 ] 

Thee could the ableft of thy creatures know. 
Loft were thy unity, for he were Thou ; 
Yet prefent to all fenfe thy power remains, 
ReveaPd in nature, nature's author reigns : 
In vain would error from convi^on iiy. 
Thou every where art prefent to the eye : 
The fenfe how ftupid, and the fight how blind. 
That fails this univerfal truth to £nd ? 
Go !— -all the fightlefs realms of ipace furvey. 
Returning, trace the planetary way ; 
The fun, that in his central glory fhines. 
While every planet round his orb inclines ; 
Then at our intermediate globe repofe. 
And view yon lunar fatellite that glows ! 
Or caft along the azure vault thy eye. 
When golden day enlightens all the fky ; 
Around behold earth^s variegated fcene. 
The mingling profpe6b, and the flowery green ; 
The mountain's brow, the long extended wood. 
Or the rude rock that threatens o'er the flood ; 
And fay, are thefe the wild efieds of chance ? 
Oh ftrange effed of reafbaing ignorance \ 
Nor power alone confefs'd in grandeur lies. 
The glittering planet, or the painted .&ies ; 
Equal, the elephant's or emmet's drefs. 
The wifdom of omnipotence confefs ; 
Equal, thecnmb'rous whak's enonnons mafs. 
With the fmall infe^ in the crouded giafs ; 



The mite that gambols ih its acid fea^ 
In ihape a porpus, tho' a fpeck to thee ! 
Even the blue down the purple plum furrounds, 
A living worldy thy failing fight confounds ! 
To him a peopled habitation fhows. 
Where millions taftc the bounty God beftows ! 
Great lord of life, whofe all-controuling might 
Thn>' wide creation beams divinely bright ; 
Nor only does thy power in forming ihine. 
But to annihilate, dread king ! is thine. 
Shouldft thou withdraw thy ftill-fupporting hand. 
How languid nature would ailonifh'd ftand ! 
Thy frown night's antient empire would rellore. 
And raife a blank — where fyftems fmiPd before. 
See in corruption, all-furprizing ilate. 
How ftruggling life eludes the ftroke of fate ; 
Shock'd at the fcene, tho' fenfe averts its eye. 
Nor &ops the wonderous procefs to defcry ; 
Yet jufter thought the myftic change purfues. 
And with delight almighty wifdom views ; 
The brute, the vegetable world furveys. 
Sees life fubiiiting even from life's decays : 
Mark there, felf-taught, the penfile reptile come. 
Spin his thin (hroud, and living build his tomb I 
With confeious care his former pleafures leave. 
And drefs him for the bdineis of the grave : 
Thence, pafs'd the Ihort-liv'd change, renew'd he 
fprings, 

'Admires the Ikies, and tries his ^altvt^d v<vt^<|^^*. 
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With airy flight the infeft roves abroad^ 
And fcorns the meaner earth he lately trod^ 
Thee, potent, let delivered Ifrael praife. 
And ta thy name their grateful homage raiie r 
Thee, potent God ! let Egypt's land declarer 
Which felt thy jultice, awfully fevere : 
How did thy frown benight the fhadow'd land I 
Nature reversed, how own thy high command I 
When jarring elements their ufe forgot^ 
And the fun felt thy overcafting blot : 
When earth produc'd the peitilential brood. 
And the foul ftream was crimibn'd into blood : 
How deep the horrors of that awful night ! 
How ftrong the terror, and how wild the fright ^ 
When o'er the land thy fword vindidive paft. 
And men and infants breath'd at once their laft ! 
How. did thy arm thy favour'd tribes convey. 
Thy light, condudling, point th' amazing way ! 
Obedient ocean to their march divide. 
The watery wall diftind on either fide ; 
While thro' the deep the long procefEon led. 
And faw the wonders of the oozy bed ! 
Nor long they march'd, till blackening in the rear. 
The vengeful tyrant and his hoft appear ; 
Plunge down the deep,— the waves thy nod obey. 
And whelm the threatening ftorm beneath the fea. • 
Nor yet thy power thy chofen train fbrfook. 
When thro' Arabia's fands their way they took; 
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By day thy doad was j»€ient to die fight. 

Thy fiery pillar led the march by night ;^ 

Thy hand amidft the wafle their table ipread, 

With feather'd idands, and with heavenly bread r 

When the dry wildemefs no ftreams fupplied, 

Galh'd from the yielding rock the vital tide r 

What limits can omnipotence confine ! 

What obftacles reftrain thy arm divine ! 

Since ftones and waves their fettled laws forego^ 

Since ieas can harden, and fince rocks can flow ? 

On Sinai's top the mufe, with ardent wing. 

The triumphs of omnipotence would fing. 

When o'er its airy brow thy cloud difplay'd, 

Involv'd the nations in its awful ihade : 

When gloomy darknefs fiU'd its midmoft fpace^ 

And the rock trembled to its rooted bafe ; 

Yet there thy majefty divine appear'd. 

There (hone thy glory, and thy voice was heard ; 

Even in the blaze of that tremendous day, 

Idolatly its impious rites could pay : 

Gh ihame to thought ! — Thy facred throne invade, 

And brave the bolt that linger'd round its head. 

Vn. Wisdom. 

O thou, who when th' Almighty form'd this all. 
Upheld the fcale, and weigh'd each ballanc'd ball ; 
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And as his hand compleated each defign. 
Numbered the work, and fix'd the feal divine ; 
O wiiSom infinite 1 creation's foul, 
Whofe rays dilFufe new luftre o'er the whole; 
What tongqe ihall make thy charms celeitied known? 
What hand, fair Goddefs ! paint thee b«t thy own ? 
What tho' in nature's univerfal ftore. 
Appear the wonders of almighty power ? 
Power unattended, terror would infpire, 
Aw'd muft we gaze, and comfortlefs admire* 
But when fair wifdom joins in the defign. 
The beauty of the whole refult's divine* 
Hence life acknowledges its glorious cauie. 
And matter owns its great difpofer's law4 i 
Hence in a thoufand different models wrought. 
Now fix'd to quiet, now allied to thought i 
Hence flow the forms and properties of things. 
Hence rifes harmony, and order fprlngs, 
£lfe had the mafs a fhapelefs chaos lay. 
Nor ever felt the dawn of wifdom's day* 
^ee, how aiTociate round their central fun. 
Their faithful rings the circling planets run { 
Still equi-diftant, never yet too near, 
Exaflly tracing their appointed fphere. 
Mark how the moon our flying orb purfues. 
While fix)m the fun her monthly light renews ; 
Breathes her wide influence on the world below. 
And bids the tides alternate ebb and flow. 
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View )iow in cottrfe the conftant feafons lifei 
Deform the earth,, or beautify the fkies : 
Firft fpring advancing, with her flowery train. 
Next (ummer's hand that fpreads the fylvan fcene> 
Then autumn with her yellow harvefts crown'd, 
And trembling winter dofe the annual round. 
The^vegetabie tribes obfervant trace. 
From the tall cedar to the creeping grafs : 
The chain of animated beings fcale, 
From the imall reptile to th' enormous whale ; 
From the ftrong eagle Hooping from the Ikies, 
To the low infeft that efcapes thy eyes : 
And fee, if fee thou can'ft, in every frame, 
Eternal wifdom fhine confefs'd the fame : 
As proper organs to the leaft aflign'd. 
As proper means to propagate their kind ; 
As juil the ilrudure, and as wife the plan. 
As in this lonf of all— debating man! 
Hence, reaibning creature, thy diftin^lion £nd^ 
Nor longer to the ways of heaven be blind. 
Wifdom in outward beauty ilrikes the mind. 
But outward beauty points a charm behind. 
What gives the earth, the ambient air or feas, 
The plain, the liver, or the wood to pleafc ? 
Oh fey, in whom does beauty's felf refide. 
The beautifier, or the beautified ? 
There dwells the Godhead in the bright difguife^ 
Beyond the ken of all created eyes : 
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His works our krve, and our attention Eeal> 
His works (furprizing thought!) the maker veil; 
Too weak our fight to pierce the radiant cloud. 
Where wifdom ihines, in all her charms avowed! 

gracious God ! omnipotent and wife. 
Unerring Lord, and ruler of the ikies ; 
All condefcending, to my feeble heart 
One beam of thy celeiHal light impart ; 

1 feek not fordid wealth, or glittering power» 
O grant jne wifdom — and I aik no more. 

VIII. Providence. 

As from fome level country's fhelter'd ground. 
With towns replete, with green inclofures bound. 
Where the eye kept within the verdant maze. 
But gets a tranfient villa as it ftrays : 
The pilgrim to fome riixng fummit tends. 
Whence opens all the fcene as he afcends : 
So providence the friendly point fupplies. 
Where all the charms of Deity furprize ; 
Here goodnefs, power, and wifdom, all unite. 
And dazzling glories whelm the ravifh'd fight. 
Almighty caufe ! 'tis thy preferving care. 
That keeps thy works for ever freih and fair : 
The fun, from thy fuperior radiance bright. 
Eternal iheds.his del^ated light, ^ 
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Lends Jto his fiftcr orb inferior day. 
And paints the iilver moon's alternate ray ; 
Thy hand the wafte of eating time renews. 
Thou ihed'ft the tepid morning's balmy dews ; 
When raging winds the blacken'd deep defbrm» 
Thy {pint rides commiffion'd in the ftorm 
£id^ at thy will the flackening tempeft cealb, 
While the calm'd ocean imooths its raffled face ; 
When lightnings thro* the air tremendous fly. 
Or the blue plague is loofen'd to deftroy. 
Thy hand direfts, or turns alide the fboke. 
Thy word the fatal edift can revoke ; 
When fubterraneous fires the furface heave. 
And towns are buried in one common graven 
Thou fuffer'ft not the mifchief to prevail. 
Thy fovereign touch the recent wound can heal. 
To Zembla's rocks thou fend 'ft the cheerful gleam, 
O'erXybia's fands thou pour'ft the cooling ftream; 
Thy watchful providence o'er all intends. 
Thy works obey their great Creator's ends- 
And all the ills we feel — or blifs we fhare. 
Are tokens of a heavenly Father's care. 
When man too long the paths of vice purfued. 
Thy hand prepar'd the univerfal flood ; 
Gracious, to Noah gave the timely fign. 
To iave a remnant from the wrath divine : 
One fiiining wafte the globe terreftrial lay, 
And the ark heav'd along the troubled fea; 

TW 
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Thou bad'fl the deep his antient bed explore. 
The clouds their watery deluge pour'd no more : . 
The fkies were cleared,— the mountain-tops were 
The dove pacific brought the olive green. [ieen» 
On Ararat the happy patriarch toft. 
Found the recover'd world his hopes had loft ; 
There his fond eyes reviewed the pleafing fcene, . 
The earth ail verdant, and the air ferene^: 
Its precious freight the guardian ark difplay'd^ 
While Noah grateful adoration paid : 
Beholding in the many-tinftur'd bow. 
The promife of a fafer world below. 
When wild ambition rear'd its impious head. 
And rifing Babel heaven with pride furvey^d ; 
Thy word the mighty labour could confound. 
And leave the mafs to moulder with tlie giOund*: 
From the mad toil, while focial order fpitmg 
A peopled world— diftindl by many a tongue. 
From thee all human a£^ions take their iprings. 
The rife of empires, and the fall of kings : 
See the vaft theatre of time difplay'd. 
While o'er the fcene fucceeding heroes tread : 
With pomp the fhining images fucceed. 
What leaders triumph; and what monarchs bleed; 
Perform the parts thy providence affign'd. 
Their pride, their paffions, to thy ends inclinVl : 
A while they glitter in the face of day. 
Then at thy nod the phantoms pa& away ; 

No 
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No traces left of all the hnfy icene. 
But tbatrememluancefayst — ^Tlie things have been f 
While learning thxo' the gloom benighted fbays. 
And the dim objeds vanifh as we gaze ! 

But (qoeftions doubt) whence fickly natoie feels 
" The agoe-fits her face fo oft reveals ? [breaft ? 
** Whenceearthquakes heave the earth's aftoniih'd 
«* Whence tempefts rage ? or yellow plagues infeft ? 
** Whence draws rank Afric her empoifon'dfioresB 

Or liquid fires explofive ^tna pours 
Co, fceptic mole ! demand th' eternal caufe^ 
The fecret of his all-preferving laws ? 
The depths of wifdom infinite explore. 
And afk thy Maker ?*— why thou knowfl no more ? 
Thy error's ftill in mortal things as great. 
As vain to cavil at the ways of fate. 
To aik why profpereus vice fo oft fucceeds,. 
Why fuffers innocence, or virtue bleeds ! 
Why mongers, nature muft with blufhes own. 
By crimes grow powerful, and difgrace a throne I 
Why iaints and iages, mark'd in every age, 
Perifli, the vidims of tyrannic rage ! 
Why Socrates for truth and freedom fell. 
While Ncrorcign'd, the delegate of hell I 
In vain by reafbn is the maze purfu'd. 
Of ill triumphant, and afilided good. 
Fix'd to the hold, fo might the &ilor aim. 
To judge the pilot, and the fteerage blame r 

Vol. n, D 
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Afi we dire£l to God what ihoald beloBg, 
Or £xy that fovereign wifdom governs wrongs 
Nor always vice does uncorreded go. 
Nor virtue unrewarded pafs below ! 
Oft facred jaftice lifts her awful head. 
And dooms the tyrant and th' nfurper dead ; 
Oft providence, more Mendly than icvere, 
Arreft^ the hero in his wild career ; 
Dire&s the fever, poinard, or the ball. 
By which an AmnQn, Charles, orCaefar fidl : 
Or when the cnried fiorgias * brew the cup 
For merit>— bids the monfters drink it up; 
On violence oft retorts the cruel ipear. 
Or fetten cunning in its crafty fhai;|e; 
Relieves the innocent, exalts the juft. 
And lays the proud oppre^Tor in the duft ! 
But faft as time's fwift pinions can convey, 
HaHens the pomp of that tremendous day. 
When to the view of all created, eyes, 
God's high tribunal ihall ndajeilic rife, 
When the loud trumpet ihall afTemble round 
The dead, reviving at the piercing (bund ! 
Where men and angels fhall to audit come. 
And millions yet unborn receive their doom ! 

* Pope Alexander VJ, and his £oa, Cxhx Boiflj. < 
Mr. Gordon*! Hiflory« 
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Then fliall fair providence, to all diipla/'d* 
Appetr divinely bright without a fluulc ; 
In light tnomphant all her aAs be fliown. 
And bloihing doubt eternal wifilom own I 
Mean while, thba great intelligence rttpreme* 
Sovereign director of this mighty frame> 
Whofe watchfid hand, and all-obfenring kens 
Fmihions the hearts, and views the ways of menu 
Whether thy hand the plenteous table (pread^ 
Or meafnre fparingly the daily bread ; 
Whether or wealth or honours gild the fcene^ 
Or wants deform, and wafting angoiih fiain ; 
On thee let truth and virtue firm rely, 
Bleis'd in the care of thy approving eye ! 
Know that thy providence, their conftant fnend» 
Thro' life ihall guard them, and in death attend ; 
With everlafting arms their caufe embrace. 
And crown the paths of piety with peace. 

IX. Goodness. 

Ye Seraphs who God's throne encircling ftill» 
Vith holy zeal your golden cenfers fill j 
^ e flaming minifters to diftant lands 
^Vho bear, obfequlous, his divine commands ; 
i^e Cherubs, who compofe the facred choir, 
Attuning to your voice th' angelic lyre I 

Da ^ 



[ 36 } 

Or ye, fair natives of the heavenly plain. 
Who once were mortal— now a happy traia ? 
Who fpend in peaceful love your joyful hoors^ 
In blifsful meads and amaranthine l>owers. 
Oh lend one fpark of your celeltial fire I 
Oh deign my glowing bofbm to inipire I 
And aid the mufe's unexperienced wing» 
While goodnefs, theme divine, fhe foars to fingf 

Tho' all thy attributes divinely fair. 
Thy full perfection, glorious God ! declare; 
Yet if one beam's fuperior to the reft. 
Oh let thy goodnefs faireft be confefs'd ! 
As ihines the moon amidft her ftarry train, 
As breathes the rofe amongft the flowery fcene; 
As the mild dove her fdver plumes difplays. 
So fheds thy mercy its diftinguiih'd rays. 
This led, Creator mild, thy gracious hand 
When formlefs chaos heard thy high command ; 
When pleas'd, thine eye thy matchlefsworks reviewed. 
And goodnefs, placid, fpoke that all was good ! 
Nor only does in heaven thy goodnefs fhinet 
Delighted nature feels its warmth divine ; 
The vital fun's illuminating beam, 
The filver crefcent, and the ftarry gleam ; 
As day and night alternate they command. 
Proclaim this truth to every diftant land. * 
See fmiling nature, with thy treafures fair, 
Confcis thy bounty and parental care ; * 

Rencw'd 
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Renew'd by thee, the faithful feafons nfe» 
And earth with plenty all her ions fupplies. 
The generoas lion and the brindled boar. 
As nightly thro' the foteft walks they roar. 
From thee» Almighty Maker, ieek their prey. 
Nor fitmi thy hand un^Mi depart away : 
To thee, for meat the callow ravens cry. 
Supported by thy all-prefenring.cyc: 
From thee, the feather'd natives of the plain. 
Or thofe who range the field, or plough the main» 
Receive, with conftant courfe, th' appointed food. 
And tafte the cup of univerfal good ; 
Thy hand thou open'ft, million'd myriads live ; 
Thou irowa'&, they faint;— thou finilft; and they 
On virtue's acre, as on rapine's (lores, [revive ! 
See heaven impartiai deal the fruitful ihowers 1 

Life's common bleffings all her children fhare," 
Tread the fame earth, and breathe a general air i 
Without diilinftion, bonndlefs bleffings fall. 
And goodnefs, like the fun, enlightens all ! 
Oh man, degenerate man ! offend no more ! 
Go, learn of brutes thy Maker to adore ! 
Shall thefe, thro' every tribe, his bounty own. 
Of all his works, ungrateful thou alone ! 
Deaf when the tuneful voice of mercy cries. 
And blind, when fi>vereign goodnefs charms the eyes ! 
Mark, even the wretch his awful name blaiphemes. 
His pity ipares,— 4iis clemency reclaims ! 
D 3 
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Obferve his patience with the gfoaky fbive. 
And bid the criminal repent and live ; 
Recal the fugitiTe with gracxcms eye, 
fiefeech the obftinate, he woaM not die i 
Amazins teBdemers-<***amaEing moft. 
The foul on whom fuch mercy ihoold be loft ! . 
But would'ft thou riew the rays of goodnefs join 
In one ftrong point of radiance all dirinel 
Behold, cdeftial mnie ! yon eailem light ; 
To fietk'lem's plain^ adoring> bend thy ftghc t 
Hear the glad mef&ge to the ihepherds given. 

Good-will on earth to man, and peace in heaven. 
Attend the fwains, purfue the ftarry road. 
And hail to earth the Saviour amd. the God ! 
Redemption ! oh thou beauteous myftic plan I 
Thou falutary fburce of life to man ! 
What tongue can fpeak thy comprehenfive grace 
What thought thy depths unfathomable trace ! 
When loft in fin our ruin'd nature lay. 
When awful juftice daim'd her righteous pay i 
See the mild Saviour bend his pitying eye, 
And flop the lightning juft prq>ar'ii to fly! 
(O fhange effeCt of unexampled love !) 
View hiiH defcend the heavenly throne above $ 
Patient, the ills of mortal life endure. 
Calm, tho' revii'd, and innocent, tho' poor ! 
Uncertain his abodes and coarfe his food. 
His life one fair continued fceoe of good : 
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For us fudain the wrath to man decree<^ 

The vidim of eternal jullice bleed ! 

Looky to the crofs the Lord of life is tied. 

They |)ierce his hands» and wound his (acred fide f 

See, God expires ! our forfeit to attone. 

While nature trembles at his parting groan ! 

Advance, thou hopelefi mortal, ileel'd in guilt. 

Behold, and if thou can'^ forbear to melt! 

Shall Jefus die thy freedom to regain. 

And wilt thou drag the voluntary chain ? 

Wilt thou refufe thy kind aiTent to give. 

When breathlefs he looks down to bid thee live ! 

Pferverfe, wilt thou rejedl the proffer'd good 
Bought with his life, and ilreaming in his blood I 
Whofe virtue can thy dccpcft crimes efface, 
Reheal thy nature, and confirm thy pesK:e t 
Can all the errors of thy life attone. 
And raife thee from a rebel— —to a fbn t 
O bleft Redeemer, from thy facred throne. 
Where faints and angels £ng thy triumphs won ! 
When, from the grave thou rais'd thy glorious head;, 

' (Chain'd to thy car the powers inferndl led) 
From that exalted height of blifs fupreme. 
Look down on thofe who bear thy facred name ; 
Reftore their ways, infpire them by thy grace 
Thy laws to follow, and thy fleps to trace ; 
Thy bright example to thy dodrine join, « 
And by their morals prove their faith divine. 

D 4 "^^^ 
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Nor only to thy church confine thy ray, ' ' " 
O'er the glad world thy healing light dHpIay; 
Fair fun of righteoufnefs ! in bedaty rife. 
And clear the mifb that cloud the heathen &ie8! 
To Judah's remnant, now a icatter'd traia. 
Thou great Mefiiah ! ihow thy promised reign $ 
O'er earth as wide, thy faving warmth diffiife. 
As fpreads the ambient air, or ^ling dews, 
Andhafte the time when, vanqniih'dby thypdwef] 
Death ihall expire, and fin defile no morel 

X. Rectitude. 

' Hence diflant far, ye fons of earth profane. 
The loofe, ambitious, covetous, or vain ; 
Ye worms of power! ye minioh'd flaves of ftate; 
The giddy vulgar, and the fordid great ! 
But come ye purer fouls from drofs refin'd. 
The bjamelefs heart and uncorrupted mind ! 
Let your chafte hands the holy altars raife, 
Frelh incenfe bring, and light the glowing blaze: 
Your grateful voices aid the mufe to fing. 
The fpotlefs juftice of th* almighty king ! 
As only reflitude divine he knows. 
As truth and fanftity his thought compofe ; 
So thefe the didlates which th' eternal mind. 
To reafonable beings has aflign'^ ; 
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Thfik has his care on eveiy mind imprds^d ; 
The confcious Teals the hand of heaven atteft! 
When man perverTey for wrong fbrfakes the right. 
He flill attentive keeps the hxdt in fight; 
Demands that £tri€t atonement fhonhl be made» 
And d^s the forfeit on th' offender's head ! 
BntDoubt demands^— — < ' why man difpos -d this way ? 
Why left the dangerous choice to go aihay ? 
If- heaven that made him did the fault foreiee. 
Thence follows, heaven is more to blame thanhe.** 
No: — rhad to good the heart alone indin'd. 
What tolly what prize had virtue been aflign'd ? 
From obflacles her nobleft triumphs flow, 
Her ^(pirits languiih, when ihe finds no foe ! 
Man might perhaps have been fo happy fUU, 
Happy, without the privilege of will. 
And ju£t becaufe his hands were tied from ill ! 
O wonderous fcheme to mend th' almighty plant 
By finking all the dignity of man ! 
Yet turn thine eyes, vain fceptic, own thy pride. 
And view thy happinefs and choice allied; 
See virtue from herfelf her blifs derive, 
A blifs, beyond the power of thrones to give; 
See vice of empire and of wealth poflefs'd, . 
Pine at the heart, and feel herfelf unblefs'd. 
And fay, were yet no farther marks aflign'd. 
Is man ungratefid ? or is heaven unkind i 
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Yes, aQ die woes ^rom keaven permii&ve fiilit 
Tlie wretch adopt8,-----die wretch impnxmilK 
From his vdld loft, or his oppreffive deed, [all 
Rapes, battles, morders, iacril^ piocotd ; 
Hi& wild ambitioii thias the peopled earth. 
Or his avarice famixte takes her birth ; 
Had aatore given the hero wings to fly. 
His pride would lead him to attempt the Slj I 
To angels make the pigmy's folly known. 
And draw ev'n pity from th' eternal throne. 
Yet while on earth triomphant vice pievails, 
Celeftial jaftice balances her fcales ; 
With eye nnbiais'd all the fcene funreys. 
With hand impartial every crime ihe weighs ; 
Oft, qIoU parfoing at his trembling heels. 
The man of blood her awful prefence feds ; 
Oft, from her arm, amidft the blaze of fiate. 
The regal tyrant, with fuccefs elate. 
Is forc'd to leap the precipice of fate ! 
Or, if the villain pais anpunifh'd here, 
'Tis but to make the fiitore ftroke ievere; 
For foon or late, eternal juitice pays 
Mankind the juft deiert of. all their ways. 
'Tis in that awful all-difclofing day. 
When high omnifdence ihall her books diiplay ; 
When juftice fhall prefent her ilriid account. 
While conicienoe ihall atteil the due amount ; 
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TbMt all wlio ftd, condtmaM, die dreadful rod, 
ShaU.owQy that righteous are the ways of God 1 
Oh then, vvhih penitence can fate dxfann. 
While lingering juftice yet with-^ldt iu arm. 
While heavenly patiettce grants the predous timet 
Let the loft fianer recoiled his crime ! 
Immediate to the icat of mercy fly. 
Nor wait te^morroW'— left to-idght he die ! 
But tremble, all ye fons of blackeft birth. 
Ye giants that deform die face of earth ; 
Tremble ye fons of aggrarated guilt. 
And, ere too late, let ibrrow kam to melt ; 
Remorfeleis Murder I drop thy hand fevere. 
And bathe thy bloody weapon with a tear ; 
Go, Luft impure ! converfe with friendly light. 
And quit the maniions of defiling night; 
Drop, dark Hypooify, thy thin difguife. 
Nor think to cheat the notice of the ikies i 
Unibcial Avarice, tfiy grafp forego. 
And bid the niefiil treafure learn to ftow; 
Reftore, Injuftice, the defrauded gain i 
Oppreflion, bend to eafe the captive's chain^ 
Ere awfiil juftice ftrike the fatal blow. 
And drive you to the realms of night below ! 
But Doubt refumes, If juftice has decreed 

The puniihment proportion'd to the deed; 

Eternal mifery fccms too fevcre, 
<^ Too diead a weight for wretched man to bear! 
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. Too harik !— 4hat endleis torments jfhoiild repay 
Tke crimes of life,— the errors of a day I" 
In vain oar reafi>n would prefumptuoos piy; 
God's coonfels are beyond conception high: 
In vain would thought his meafur'd juftice (can ; 
His wa3rs ! how di^rent from the ways of man! 
Too deep for thee his fecrets are to know. 
Enquire not, but more wiiely fhun the woe; 
Warn'd by his threatening^, to his laws attend. 
And learn to make omnipotence thy friend I 
Our weaker laws, to gain the purposed ends» 
Oft pafs the bounds the law-giver intends : 
Oft partial power, to ferve its own deiign. 
Warps from the text, exceeding reaibn's line; 
Str^s, biafs'd, at the perfon, not the deed. 
And fees the guiltlefs unprotedied bleed! 
But God alone, with unimpaflion'd iight. 
Surveys the nice barrier of wrong and right ; 
And while, fubfervient, as his will ordains. 
Obedient nature yields the preient means ; 
While neither force nor paffions guide his views, 
Ev'n evil works the purpofe he purfues ! 
That bitter fpring, the fource of human pain, 
Heal'd by his touch does mineral health contain ; 
And dark afflidion quits its fearfome ihrowd 
At his command, and brightens into good. 
Thus human jullice— (far as man can go) 
For private iafety Mkes the dubious blow ; 

But 
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Bat refUtttde divine, with nobler fi>i^, 

Confults each individual in the wholrl 

Direds the-iflues of the mortal &ii£e. 

And fees creation flruggle into life ! 

And yoUf ye happier fouls ! who in his wbj9 

Obfervant walk, and fing his dadly praife ! 

Ye righteous few I whole calm unruiHed brea^^ 

No fears can darken, and no guilt infefts ; 

To whom his gracious promifes extend. 

In whom they centre, and in whom fhall end. 

Which {hicft on that foundation fure who build) 

Shall with eternal jufHce be fulfill'd: 

Ye fbns of life, to whofe glad hope is given 

The bright reverfion of approaching heaven. 

With grateful hearts his glorious praife recite, 

Whofe love from darknefs calFd you out to light; 

So let your . piety refledlive ihine. 

As men may thence confefs his truth divine I 

And when this mortal veil, as foon it mufl. 

Shall drop, returning to its native dull ; 

The work of life, with approbation done. 

Receive from God your bright immortal crown ! 

IX. Glory. 

But, oh adventerous mufe, re&rain thy flighty 
Dare not the blaze of uncreated light ! 
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His praife pr6claiin> ye moniten of the deep» 

Who in the raft abyfs your revels keep I 

Before whofe glorious thronet with dread iiirprize; 

Th' adoring feraph veils his dazzled eyes ; 

Whok pure effnlgence, radiant to excefs. 

No colours can defcribe, or words exprefs i 

AU the fair beauties, all the Indd ftores. 

Which o'er thy works thine hand refplendent pours ; 

Feeble thy brighter glories to di^lay. 

Pale as the moon before the folar ray ! 

See on his throne the Hebrew monarch placed. 

In all the pomp of the luxuriant eaft ! 

While mingling gems a borrowed day unfold. 

And the rich purple waves, embofs'd with gold ; 

Yet mark this fcene of painted grandeur yield 

To the fair lilly that adorns the field I 

Obfcur'd, behold that fainter lilly lies. 

By the rich bird's * inimitable dies ; 

Yet thefe furvey, confounded and undone 

By the fuperior lufbe of the fun ; 

That fun himfelf withdraws his lefTen'd beam 

From thee, the glorious author of his frame ! 

Tranfcendent power ! fole arbiter of fate ! 

How great thy glory ! and thy blifs how great ! 

To view from thine exalted throne above, 

(Eternal iburce of light, and life, and love!) 

* The Bird of Paradile, feen in the Spice Iflands. 

Utinumber'< 
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Unnumbered cieatores draw their iiiiilittg birth» ' 
To ble(s the heayensy or beautify the earth ; 
Whjde fyftems toll» obedient to thy Ylew» . . 
And worlds rejoice— which Newton never knewl 
Then raife the fong, the general anthem raife. 
And fwell the concert of eternal praife ! 
Aflift ye orbe that form this boundlefs whole. 
Which in the womb of fpace unnnmber'd roll ; . 
¥e planets, who compoie our lefier fcheme» 
And bend, concertive, round the iblar frame ; 
Thou eye of nature, whoie extenfive ray. 
With endlefs charms adorns the face of day! 
Confenting raife th' harmonious joyful ibund. 
And bear his praiies thro' the vaft profound : 
His praife, ye winds, that fan the cheerful air^ 
Swift as ye pafs along your pinions bear ! 
His praife let ocean thro' her realms diiplay. 
Far as her circling billows can convey ! 
His praife, ye mifty vapours, wide difiufe. 
In rains defcending, or in milder dews ! 
His praifes whifper, ye majeiftic trees. 
As your tops rulUe to the vocal breeze! 
His praife around, ye flowery tribes exhale. 
Far as your fweets embalm the fpicy gale ! 
His praife, ye dimpled ftreams, to earth reveal. 
As pleas'd ye murmur thro' the flowery vale! 
His praife, ye feather'd choirs, diftinguifh'd fing. 
As to your notes the tuneful forefls ring i 
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Or yCy fair natives of our earthly (cene. 
Who range the wilds, or haant the pafture green f 
Nor thouy vain lord of earth, with careleTs ear. 
The univerfal hymn of worihip hear ! 
But.ardent, in the facred chorus join. 
Thy foul traniported with the taik divine ! 
While by his works th' almighty is confefs*d. 
Supremely glorious, and iupremely blefs'd ! 
Great lord of life I from whom this humble frame 
Derives the power to fing thy holy name^ 
Forgive the lowly mufe, whofe artlefs lay. 
Has dar'd thy facred attributes furvey ! 
Delighted oft thro' nature's beauteous field 
Has ihe ador'd thy wifdom bright reveal'd; 
Oft have her wiihes aim'd the fecret fong. 
But awful reverence ftill with-held her tongue t 
Yet as thy bounty lent the reafdning beam. 
As feels my confcious breail thy vital flame 
So, bleft Creator, let thy fcrvant pay 
His mite of gratitude this feeble way. 
Thy goodnefs own, thy providence adore I 
He yields thee only— <what was thine before- 
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A SOLILOCLUY. 



WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD* 
BY THE REV. MR. MOORE, OF CORNWALL. 

Track with religions awe, and folemn dread. 



'O I view thefe gloomy manfioas of die dead ; 
Ardand me tombs in mix'd diibrder rife. 
And in mate language teach me to be wife. 
Time was, thefe afhes liv'd — a time muft be 
When others thus fhall ftand— and look at me; 
Alarming thought! no wonder 'tis we dread 
O'er thefe uncomfortable vaults to tread ; 
Where blended lie the aged and the young, 
The rich and poor, an undiilinguiih'd throng : 
Death conquers all, and time's fubduing hand 
Nor tombs, nor marble-ftatues can withfland. 
Mark yonder aihes in confuiion fpread ! 
Compare earth's living tenants with her dead!.- 
How (hiking the refemblance, yet how juft! 
Once life and foul informed this mafs of dull ; 
Around thefe bones, now broken and decay'd. 
The (beams of life in various channels play'd : 
Perhaps that (kull, fo horrible to view ! 
Was fome fair maid's, ye belles, as fair as you ; 
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Thefe hollow fockets two bright orbs contain^d^ 

Where the loves {ported, and in triumph re^n'd; 

Here glow'd the lips ; there white, as Parian ilone^ 

The teeth di^os'd in beauteous order ihone. 

This is life's goal— no farther can we view. 

Beyond it, all is wonderful and new: 

O deign, ibme courteous ghoft ! to let us know 

What we muft fhortly be, and you are now ! 

Somedmes you warn us of approaching ^te > 

Why hide the knowledge of your prefent ftatc ? 

With joy behold us tremblingly 'expk>re 

Th' unknown gulph, that you can £;ar no more ? 

The grave has eloquence — its lectures teach 

In filence, louder than divines can preach ; 

Hear what it fays— ye ibns of folly hear! 

It fpcaks to you — O give itfthen your car! 

It bids you lay all vanity aiide, 

O what a lecture this for human pride I [ibund ! 

The clock ftrikes twelve— how folemn is the 
Hark, how the ibokes from hollow vaults rebound! 
They bid us hafkn to be wife, and fhow. 
How rapid in their courfe the minutes How. 
See yonder yew— how high it lifts its head ! 
Around, the gloomy ihade their branches ^read! 
Old and decay'd it ilill retains a grace. 
And adds more folemn horror to the place. 
Whofc tomb is this? it fays, ftis Myra's tomb, 
Pluck'd from the world in beauty's faireH bloom> 
/ Attend 
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Attend yc fair ! ye thoughtlefs, and ye gay f 
For Myra dy*d upon her nuptial day ! [anns. 
The grave, cold bridegroom ! dafp'd lier in its 
And the worm noted upon her charms* 
In yonder tomb die old Avaro lies ; 
Once he was rich — the world efteemed him wife : 
Schemes unaccompliih'd labonr'd in his mind. 
And all his thoughts were to the world confin'd ; 
Death came nnlook'd for-^from his grafping hands 
Down dropt his bags, and mortgages of lands. 
Beneath that fculptur'd pompous marble-ih>ne. 
Lies youthful Florio, aged t»renty-one ; 
Ciopt like a flower, he wither'd in his bloom, 
Tho* flatt'ring life had promis'd years to come : 
Ye £lken foss ! ye Florios of the age. 
Who tread in giddy maze life's flowery ftage ! 
Mark here the end of man, in Florio fee 
What you, and all the fons of earth fhall be ! 
Thece low in dad the vain Hortenfio lies, 
Whofe fplendour once we viewed with envious eyes : 
Titles and arms his pompous marble grace, ' 
With a long hiHory of his noble race ; 
Still after death his vanity furvives. 
And on his tomb all of Horteniio lives. 
Around me as I turn my wandering eyes^ 
Unnumbcr'd graves in awful profpeft rife. 
Whole (lones fay only when their owners dy'd. 
If young, or aged, and to whom ally*d» 
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On others pompous epitaphs arefpread 
Jn memory of the virtues of the dead : 
Vain wafte of praife ! ^ce, flattering or&cere^ 
The Judgment-day alone will make appear* 
How filent is this little ipot of ground i 
How melancholy looks each object round t 
Here man diflblv'd in fhatter*d ruin lies 
So aileep— as if no more to rife ; 
-^.Tis ftrange to think how thefe dead bones can ]i\ 
Leap into form, and with new heat revive ! 
Or how this trodden earth to life ihall wake. 
Know its own place, its former figure take ! 
But whence theie/ears ? when the laft trumpet ibot 
Thro* heaven's expanie to earth's remoteft boun< 
The dead fhall quit thefe tenements of clay. 
And view again the long extinguiih'd day : 
It mufl be fo— the fame Almighty .power 
From duil who form'd us, can from duft xt&oid 
Cheer'd with this pleaiing hope, I fafely truft 
Jehovah's power to raife me fh)m the dnft» 
On his. unfailing promifes rely. 
And all the horrors of the grave dsfy* 
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rHESHEPHERD'SINVITATION. A SONG. 

BY CHRISTOPHER MARLOE« 

COme live with me, and be my love. 
And we will all the pleafures prove. 
That valleys,> groves, or hill, or field. 
Or wood, or fteepy mountain yield.^ 

There will we lit upon the rocks. 
And fee the fliepherds feed their flocks, 
By {hallow rivers, to whofe falls 
Melodious birds iing madrigals. 

There will I make thee beds of rofes. 
With a thoufand fragrant pofies, 
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 
Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtlie. 

A gown, made of the fineft wool ■ 
Which from bur pretty lambs we pull. 
Slippers lin'd choicely for the cold. 
With buckles of the pureil gold. 

A belt of draw, and ivy buds. 
With coral clafps, and amber Huds ; 
And if thefe pleafures may thee move, 
CojBff live with mc, and be my love% 
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Thy filver 3i(hes for thy meat. 
As precious as the gods do eat» 
Shall, on an ivory table, be 
Prepared each day for thee and me. 

The fhepherd-fwains ihall dance and fing 
For thy delight each May-^moming : 
If thefe delights thy mind may moYe, 
Then live with me, and be my lore. 
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THE NYMPH'S ANSWER. 

BY SIR WALTER tlALEICH* 

IF all th^ world and love were young, 
And truth in every lhq>lierd*s tongue, 
Thefe pretty pkafuies might me move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 

But time drives flocks from field to fold 
When rivers rage, and rocks grow cold. 
And Philomel becometh dumb. 
The reft complain of cares to come. 

The flowers that bloom in wanton field 
To wayward winter reckoning yield ; 
A honey-tongue, a heart of gall, 
Is fancy's fpring, but forrow's fall. 

Thy gowns, thy Ihoes, thy beds of rofcs. 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy pofies. 
Soon break, foon wither, foon forgotten. 
In folly ripe, in reafon rotten. 

Thy belt of draw, and ivy buds. 
Thy coral clafps, and amber fluds. 
All thefe in me no mind can move 
To come to thee, and be thy love^. 
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What ihould we talk of dainties then> 
Of better meat thanks fit for men T 
Thefe are but vain ; that's only good 
Which God hath bleft, and fent for food. 

But could youth lail> and love (till breeds 
Had joy no date» and age no need. 
Then thefe delights my mind might move 
To live with thee, and be thy love- 
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A P O E Mr 

BY SIR W. RALEIGH^ 

SHall I, like an hennit, dwelt 
On a rocky or in a cell» 
Calling home the imalleft part 
That is miffing of my heart. 
To beftow it, where I may 
Meet a rival every day ? 
If ihe undervalues me. 
What care I how fair Ihe be ^ 

Were her trefles angel gold ; 
If a flranger may be bold, 
Unrebuked, unafraid. 
To convert them to a braydc. 
And, with little more a-do. 
Work them into bracelets too ; 
If the mine be grown ib free. 
What care I how rich it be ? 

Were her hands as rich a prize 
As her hairs, or precious eyes ; 
If ihe lay them out to take 
KiiTes for good-manners fake ; 
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And let every lover fkip 
From hec iisind unto her lip ; 
If ihe Teem not chafte to me. 
What care I how chafte flie be ? 

No ; ihe muft be perfe^ fiioiiir^ 
In effed as well as fhow» 
Warming but as fnow-balls do^ 
Not like fire by burning too ; 
But when fhe, by change, iiath g6t 
To her heart a fecond lot ; . 
Then, if others fliare with me» 
Farewell her, whate'er (ke bcu 



t 59 ] 



IN IMITATION OF MARLOE, 

COme live with me, and be my dear. 
And we will revel ail the year, 
In plains and groves, on hills and dales. 
Where fragrant air breeds iwteteft gales. 
There fhall vyou hsLne the beauteous pine^ 
The cedar, and the fpreading vine. 
And all the woods to be a fcreen. 
Left Phoebus kifs my fummer's greea^ 
The feat of your difport ihall be 
Over fome river in a trie. 
Where filver fands and pebbles £ng 
Eternal ditties to the fpring. 
There ihall you iee the Nymphs at play^ 
And how the Satyrs ipend die day ; 
The fiihes gliding on the fands. 



Offering their bellies to your hands. J 
The birds, with heavenly-tuned diroats^ ^ 
PolTefs wood's echo with iweet notes. 
Which to your ienfes will impart 
A muiic to enflame the heart. 
Upon the bare and leaflefs oak. 
The ring-dove's wooings will provoke 
A colder blood than you pofTefs 
To play with me, and do no lefs. 
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In bowers of laurel, trimly dight. 
We will outwear the iilent nighty 
While Flora baiy is to fpread 
Her richefl treafore on our bed« 
Ten thoufand glow-worms fhall attend> 
And all their {parkHng lights fhall fpend,. 
All to adorn and beautify 
Your lodgi&g with more majefly* 
Then in my arms will I enclofe 
Lillies fair mixture with the rofe ; 
Whofe nice perfedions in Love's play 
Shall tune me to thehijg^heft key. 
Thus as we pafs the welcome night,. 
In fportful pleafure and delight. 
The nimble Fairies on the grounds 
Shall dance and fing melodious founds. 
If thcfe may ferve for to entice 
Your prefence to Love's Paradife, ' 
Then come with me, and be my dear» 
And we will ftrait begin the year* 
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A M A R Y L L I St 

i4>& THE THIRD IDTLLIUM OP THEOCRITUf* 
TRANSLATED BY F. P. 

TO Amaryllis, lovely nymph, I (peed. 
Mean-while my goats along themountain feed: 

Tityrus, tend them with affiduous care, n 
Lead them toxryftaLfprings, and pafhires fsas, > 
And- of the ndgiPs batting horns beware. J 
Sweet Amaryllis, have yoa then forgot 

Our fecret pleafures in the confdous grot ? 
Where in my folding arms you lay redin'd ; 
Bleft was the ihepherd, for the nymph was kind* 

1 whom you calPd your Dear, your Love fo late» 
Say, am I now the .objedi of your hate ? 

Say, is my form diipleafing to your £ght ? — • 
This cruel love will furely kill me quite. 
Lo ! ten large apples, tempting to the view, 
Pluck'd from your favourite tree, where late they 
Accept this boon, 'tis all my prefent ftore ; [grew^ 
To-morrow will produce as many more. 
Meai\rwhile thefe heart-confuming pains remove. 
And give me gentle pity for my love. 
Oh was I made, by feme transforming power, 
A bee to buzz in your fequeller'd bower ! 
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To pierce your ivy fhade with murmuring ibtmd^ 
And the light leaves that compafs you around. 
I know thee. Love, and to my forrow find, 
A god thou art, but of the &vage kind ; 
A lionefs Aire fuckled the fell child. 
And with his brother-whelps maintun'd him in the 
On me his fcorching flames ince/Tant prey, [wild ; 
Glow in my bones, and melt my ibul away. 
Ah nymph ! whofe eyes deftruAive glances dart^ 
Fair is your face, but flinty is your heart : 
With .kiiles kind this rage of love appeafe ! 
For me, fond fwain 1 even empty ki£es pkaie. 
Your fcorn diibrads me, and will make me tear 
The flowery crown I wove for you to wear. 
Where rofes mingle with the ivy-wreath. 
And fragrant herbs ambrofial odours breathe. 
Al\ me I what pangs I feel I and yet the fair 
Nor fees my fbiraws, nor will hear my prayw. 
I'll do^ my garments, fince I needs muft die, > 
And from yon rock, that points its fnmmit hig^, > 
Where patient Olpis fhares the finny fiy, J 
I'll leap ; and tho* perchance I riie again, 
You'll laugh to fee me plunging in the main. 
By a prophetic poppy-leaf I found 
Your chang'd afiieftion, for it gave no found, 
Tho' in my hand ftruck hollow as it lay. 
But quickly wither'd, like your love, away* 
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An old witch bnmglit fad tidings to my ears. 
She who tells fortunes with the fieve and iheers f 
For, lea£ng barley in my fields of late. 
She told me> I ihoold love> and you fhould hate! 
For you my care a milk-white goat fuppliedy 
Two wanton kids run fHiking at her fide ; 
Which oft the nut-brown maid, Erithacis, 
Has begg'dy and paid before-hand with a kiis ^ 
And fince you thus my ardent paifion flight, 
Her's they fhall be before to-morrow night* 
My right eye.itches ; may it lucky prove, 
INsrhaps I fbon fhall fee the nymph I love ; 
Beneath yon pine PU fing di^nfb and clear^ 
IVrhaps the fair my tender notes may hear f 
Perhaps may pity my melodious moan*— 
She is not mctamorphos'd into ilone. 
Hippomenes, provok'd by noble fb-ifc> 
To win a mifbrefs, or to lofe his life. 
Threw golden fruit in Atalanta's way. 
The bright temptation caus*d the nymph to flay ; 
She look'd, fhe languifh'd, all her foul took fire. 
She plung'd into the gulph of deep defire. 
To Pyle from Othrys fage Melampus came. 
He drove the lowing herd, yet won the dame j 
Fair Pero bleft his brother Bias' arms. 
And in a virtuous race difFus'd her charms. 
Adonis fed his cattle on the plain. 
Yet fea-born Venus lov'd the rural fwain j 
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She monm'd him funded in the £ital chace* 
Nor dead difmifs'd him from her warm embrace.' 
Tho* young Endymion was by Cynthia Ueft» 
I envy nofthing but his lafting reft, 
laiion (lumbering on the Cretan plain 
Ceres once faw, and bleft the happy fwaia 
With pleafures too divine for ears profane* 
My head grows giddy, love affeds me ibre ; 
Yet you regard not 5 fo I'll fing no more— 
Here will I put a period to my care-~ 
Adieu, &lfe nymph, adieu, ungrateful fair^ 
Stretch'd near the grotto, when I've breath'd my 
My co^e will give the wolves a rich repail, [laft. 
As fweet to them, as hon^ to your ta&. 



THE 
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THE HONEY-STEALER? 

CR.THE XIXTR IDTLLIUM OF THEOC&ITVS* 
TRANSLATED BY F. F. 

AS Cupidy the flyeft young wanton alive. 
Of its hoard of fweet honey was robbing a hive^ 
The (entinel bee buzz'd with anger and grief. 
And darted his fting in the hand of the thief. 
He fobb'd, blew his fingers, ftamp'd hard on thcv 
ground. 

And leaping in angnifh ihow'd Voius the wound ^ 
Then began in a (brrowful tone to complain. 
That an infed fo little ihould caule fo great pain* 
Venus finiling» her fon in fuch taking to fee. 
Said, Cupid, you put me in mind of a bee 

You're juftibch a buTy, diminutive thing, 
^* Yet you make woeful wounds with a defperate 
" fting." 



Vol. II F AGAINST 



t 66 ] 



AGAINST LIFE. 



.PROM THE GREEK OF POSIDIPP US. 

T 7Hat tranquil road, unvex*d by ftrifc. 



V V Can mortals chufe thro* human life? 
Attend the courts, attend the bar — 
There difcord reigns, and endlefs jar*: 
At home the weary wretches find 
Severe diiquietude^f mind; 
To till the fields, gives toil and pain^ 
Eternal terrors fweep the main : 
If rich, we fear to lofe our ftofc. 
Need and diftrefs await the poor : 
Sad cares the bands of hymen give ; 
Friendlefs, forlorn, th' unmarried live ; 
Are children bom ? we anxious groan 9 
Childlefs, our lack of heirs we moan : 
Wild, giddy ichemes our youth ^ngage^ 
Weaknefs and wants deprefs old^ge. 
Would fate then with my wifh comply, 
rd never live, or quickly die. 




F. 
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LIFE. 



f 



7R0M THE GREEK OF MSTRODORUS. 

'Ankind may rove, unvex'd by ftrifc. 



-1 ▼ X Thro' every road of human life. 
Fair wifdom regulates the bar. 
And peace concludes the wordy war : 
At home auipicious mortals find 
Serene tranquillity of mind ; 
AU'beauteous nature decks the plain. 
And merchants plough for gold the main : 
Refped ariies from our fhlre. 
Security from being poor : 
More joys the bands of hymei>«give ; 
Th' unmarried with more freedom live : 
If parents, our bleft lot we own ; 
Childlefs, we have no caufe to moan : 
Firm vigour crowns our youthful flage. 
And venerable hairs old-age. 
Since all is good, then who would cry, 
«* I'd never live, or quickly die 




F. F- 
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A PARODY 

ON T HE E PI CRAM OF P0DISIPPU3. 
BY FRANCIS, LORDVERULAM* 

THE world's a babble, and the life of man 
Lefs than a fpan ; 
In his conception wretched, from the womb. 

So to the tomb : 
Curs'd from t;he cradle* and brought np to ycask 

With cares and fears : 
Who then to frail mortality ihall tnift. 
But limns the water, or but writes in daft. 

Yet iince with forrow here we live oppreft. 
What life is beft? 

Courts are but only fuperfidal fchools 

To dandle fools; . 

The rural parts are turn'd into a den 

Of favage men ; 

And wherc's a city from all vice fo free, 

But may be term'd the woril of all the three ? 

Domeilic cares afflid the hufband's bed, 

Or pains his head : 
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Thofe who live fingle take it for a curfc, 

• Or do things worie. 
Some wouldhave children, thofe that have them,none> 

Or wifh them go^e. 
What is it then to have, or have no wife. 
But fingle thraldom, or a doable ftrife f 

Our own affe^ons ftill at home to pleafe 

Is a difeafe ; 
To crofs the fea to any foreign foil» 

Perils and toil ; 
Wars with their noife af&ight us : when they ceaie. 

We're worfe in peace. 
What then remains, but that we ftill fhould cry. 
Not to be bom, or being bom, to die? 
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A PASSAGE FROM PETRONIUS, 

T RANSLAT E D. 

F Allen are thy locks ! for woeful winter hoar 
Has ilolen thy bloom» and beauty is no moref 
Thy temples mourn their fhady honours ihom, 
Parch'd like the fallow deftitute of com. 
Fallacious gods ! whofe bleffings thus betray; 
What firft ye give us, firft ye take away. 
Thouy late exulting in thy golden hair^ 
As bright as Phoebus, or as Cynthia fair. 
Now view'ft, alas ! thy forehead fmooth and plain 
As the round fungus, daughter of the rain ; 
Smooth as the furface of well-poliih'd brafs. 
And fly'ft with fear each laughter-loving lafs : 
Death haftes amain — thy wretched fate deplore— • 
Fallen are thy locks, and beauty is no more. 

F. F. 



ANTI- 
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ANTIPATER'S GREEK EPIGRAM, 

ON THE INVENTION OP WATER-MXLLl^ 
TRANSLATED. 

YE female ardzans, who grind die corn. 
Indulge your flumbers all die live-long mom.^ 
And let the cock, with impotent eflay^ 
Recite his ufual prologue to the day f 
For Ceres now herfclf afiiftance lends. 
And to the mills the green-h^'d naiads fendi. 
See ! on the fummit buxomly they bound. 
And, with their gambols, work the axle rounds 
True toth' impulUve waters winds the wheel. 
While foup huge mill-Hones crufh the mouldering- 
All-bounteous Ccres>. as in * days of yore^ [meal. 
Ymt toil remits, yet iUll affords her (lore. 

C. S. 

* Alluding to the golden age, when the earth was fuppofed 
to yield corn fpontaneoufly. In this epigram the naiads, or 
water-nymphs, are beautifully faid to be fubftituted by Cere* 
in^the room of ther women, who formerly worked their mills 
with their hanJs and feet. 
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LUCIAN^S GREEK BP1G1.AM, 

mSCHIBED QK A COLtrurN ERrCTSD IN A. PIB» 
OP LANO9 THAT BAD BSBV OFTEN BOVGBT 

AND sold; imitated. 

I Whom thott fee'ft begirt with towering odu« 
, Was once the property of John o' Nokes f 
On him prosperity no longer finiles, . 
And now I feed die flocks of John, o' Stiles. 
My fbrmer mafter call'd me by Ms name; 
My prefent owner fondly does the lame: 
While I, alike unworthy of their caits. 
Quick pafs to captors, pnrchafers, or heirs* 
Let no one henceforth take me for his own. 
For, Fortune ! Fortune ! I am thine afamc* 

C.& 



ANACRBON, 
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ANACREON, DDE XXVIU. IMITATED. 

BEft of painters, fiiQw thy art. 
Draw the charmer of my keait ; 
Draw her as fhe fldnes away. 
At the rout, or at the play : 
Carefully eech mode ezpreis. 
Woman's better part is dre6« 
Let her cap be i^i^uty imall. 
Bigger juft than none at all. 
Pretty, like her fenfe, and Itttle, 
Like her beauty, frail and brktle; 
Be her ihining locks confined 
In a threefold braid behiadj 
I.et an artificial flower 
Set the fiiTure off before ; 
Here and there weave ribbon pat ia. 
Ribbon of the fineft (attin. 
Circling round her ivory neck 
Prizsde out the finart Vandyke ; 
Like the ruff that heretofore 
Good queen Befs's maidens wore ^ 
Happy maidens, as we read. 
Maids of honour, maids indeed. 
Let her breail look rich and bold 
With a ftomacher of gold ; 
Let it keep her bofom warm. 
Amply firetch'd from arm to aim ; 



r 74 } 



Whimfically travers'd o*er. 
Here a knot, and there a flower^ 
Like her little heart that dances. 
Full of maggots, full of fancies*^ 
Flowing loofely down her back 
Draw with art the graceful fack ; 
Ornament it well with gimping, 
Flounfesy furbeloes, and crimping*. 
Let of ruffles many a. row 
Guard her elbows, white as fnowf 
Knots below, and knots above, 
Emblems of the ties of love. 
Let her hoop, extended wide,- 
Show what petticoats fhould hide-r 
Garters of the fofteft filk,' 
Stockings whiter than the milk ; 
Charming part of female drefs» 
Did it ihow us more or lefs. 
Let a pair of velvet flioes 
Gently prefs her petty-toes. 
Gently prefs, and foftly fqueeze. 
Tottering like the fair Chineie, 
Mounted high, and buckled low. 
Tottering every ftep they go. 
Take thefe hints, and do thy duty-^ 
Faihions are the tei^ of beauty ;^ 
Features vary and perplex, 
Mode's the woman, and the iex» 
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ROBIN. A PASTORAL ELEGY. 

BY CAPTAIN JOHN DOBSON. 

DOwn by the brook which glides thro' yonder 
vale. 

His hair all matted, and his cheeks all pale, 
Robin, fad Twain, by love and forrow painM, 
Of flighted vows, and Sofan, thus compl^n'd : 
Hear me, -ye groves, who faw me bled fo late ; 
Echo, ye hills, my fad rcverfe of fate : 
Ye winds, that bear my fighs, foft murmurs fend ; 
Come pay xtie back, ye ffareams, the drops I lend* 
And you, fweet Sufan, fource of all my {mart> 
Beftow fome pity on a broken heart. 
Happy the times, by painful memory bleil. 
When you pofTeffing, Robin all pofleis'd ! 
Pa6*d by your fide, each day brought new delight. 
And one fweet (lumber ihorten'd every night. 
My play your fervice, for no toil feem'd hard. 
When your kind favour was the hop'd reward. 
I rofe to milking, tho' 'twas ne'er ib cool ; 
I call'd the cows up ; I kept off the bull : 
Home on my head I bore the pail upright ; 
The pail was heavy, but love made it light : 
And when you fpilt the milk, and 'gan to cry, 
I took the blame, and fimply faid-»'twa$ I. 
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When by the haycock's fide you fleeping lay, 
Sent by good angels, there I chanc'd to fb^y, 
Juft as a loathfome adder reared his creil. 
To dart his poiibn in your lilly breaft. 
Strait with a ftone I cnifh'd the monger's head ; 
You wak'd, and fainted, tho' you found him dead ; 
Then, from the pond, I water brought a-pace. 
My hat brimful, and dafh'd it in your face : 
Still, blue as bilberry, your cold lips did quake. 
Till my warm kifles call'd the cherry back. 
When, looking thro' his worfhip's garden gate. 
Ripe peaches tempted, and you long'd to eat ; 
Tho' the grim maftiff growl'd, and ftemly fbdk'd, 
Tho' guns were loaded, and old Madam walked ; 
Nor dqgSy nordarknefs, guns, orghofts, could firight. 
When Robin ventured for his Sue's delight ; 
Joyful of midnight quick I pofl away. 
Leap the high wall, and fearlefs pluck the prey ; 
Down in your lap a plenteous fhower they &U ; 
Glad you receiv'd them, and you eat them all. 
When £ur-day came, I donn'd my funday fnit, 
Brufh'd the bell pillion clean, and faddled Cntt* 
Then up we got ; you clung about my waifl ; 
Pleas'd to be hugg'd, I charg'd you cUp me faft : 
And when you loos'd your hold, and backwardflipp'dp 
I held your petticoats, and never pcep'd. 
The poAed garters, and the top-knot £ne. 
The golden ginger-bread, and all was mine : 
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I paid the puppet-fiiow, the cakes> the fack ; 
Andy fraught with fainngs, brought you laughing 
back. 

Suian but fpoke, and each gay flower was there. 
To dreis her bough-pot, or adorn her hair : 
For her the choiceft of the woods I cull. 
Sloes, hips, and ftrawberries, her belly full : 
My hoard of apples I to her confeft ; 
My heart was hers, well might ihe have the reft* 
And Sufan well approved her Robin's care. 
Yes, you was pleas'd ; at leaft you faid yoo werct. 
In love's foft fire you feem'd like me to bum^ 
And footh'd my fondnefs with a kind return* 
At our long table, when we fat to dine. 
You i^etch'dyour knees, andmingledfeet with minei 
With fatteft bacon you my trencher plied. 
And flic'd my pudding from the plumby £de : 
And well I wot, when our fmall-beer was ftale. 
You dole into the barn, and brought me ale. 
But oh, the foldier, blafler of my hopes ! 
(Curfe on pretending kings, and papifh popes) 
He came from Flanders with the red-coat crew# 
To fight with rebels, and he conquer'd you. 
His doulas ruffles, and his copper lace. 
His brickduft (lockings, and his brazen face, 
Thefe are the charms for which you flight my youth ; 
Charms much too potent for a maiden's truth ! 
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Soon on the feadier'd fool you tum*d your eyes ; 
Eager you liften'd to the braggard's lyes ; 
And, fcorning me, your heart to him reiign. 
Your faithlefs heart, by yows and fervice, mine. 
True, he is gone, by our brave duke's command. 
To humble Britain's foes in foreign land : 
Ah, what is that i the fpoiler bears away 
The only thing for which 'twas worth to ftay. 
But forrow's dry ;— I'll flake it in the brook ; 
O well-a-day ! how frightful pale I look ! 
Care's a confumer (ib the faying fjpeaks) 
The iaying's true, I read it in my cheeks. 
Fie ! I'll be cheerful, 'tis a fancied pain ; 
A flame fo conilant cannot meet difdain : 
I'll wafh my face, and fliake off foul defpair. 
My love is kind ; alas ! I would ihe were. 
Well fays our parfon ; and our parlbn (aid. 

True love and tithes fliould ever well be paid.** 
Sufan, from you my heart fhall never roam. 
If your's be wandering, quickly call it home* 



TO 
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TO DAPHNES 

ON VALBN tint's DAlT. • • 

. SY WILLIAM DVNCOMBB9 BSqyiftB* 

S£ £ ! Daphne, fee ! theXiui, with purer light. 
Now gild$ the mom, and chaces gloomy night) 
Advancing each return with brighter beams. 
He fpreads his glories o'er the fields and ftream** 
The fnow diflblves before the wef^m gale. 
And vernal flowers adorn the (iniling vale. 
To life renew'd the budding trees awake. 
And from the item the rofeate bloiToms break ; 
The Cyprian queen, o'er every grove and plain. 
O'er beails and birds refumes her welcome reign ; 
The birds are pair'di^ and warble thro' the grove^ 
And beails obey the gei^l call of love. 
Hence firft the venerable rite begun. 
For ages paft convey'd from fire to fbn. 
For every fwdbi, on this aufpiciooi^day. 
To <:hufe fome maid the coming ffU^o fway ; 
To crop the violet, and primrufe 
And deck with decent wreaths hei^Hay hair. 



For mtf content with what wife hesuren ordains, 
Thia chequer'd icene, altematei joys and 4>ains» 
For me> the ipring of life fludl bloom no more ; 
Nor fiimmer ihine> iior aittusm fwellher fiore^ 
Winter alone, with cheerlefi hand, will fhedr 
Henceforth» the (how of age asonnd mj head* 
But, tho' this day-built tenement decline. 
Still may th' immortal gueft unclouded ihine ; 
And, if Euterpe not difdain to finile. 
Your bard 6om Helicon, with pleafing toil, 
WitU with frcih flowers, unfading garlands twin 
To crown hia iweetly-waiiding Valentine. 
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ON THE DEATH OF KING GEORGE H. 

AND THE INAUGURATION OF HIS PRESENT 
MAJESTY. 

BY THOMAS WARTOK, M. A. POETRY-PROFESSOR 
AT OXFORD. 

TO MR. SECRETARY P I T T.- 

^ O flream the fomws that embalm the brave. 



^ The tears that fcience Iheds on glory's grave ! 
So pure the vows, which claffic duty pays 
To blefs another Brunfwic's riling rays !— 
O Pitt, if chofen drains have power to fteal 
Thy watchful breaft a-while from Britain's weal ; 
If votive verfe, from facred Ilis fent. 
May hope to charm thy manly mind, intent 
On patriot plans which andent freedom drew, 
A -while with fond attention deign to view 
This ample wreath, which all th' aifembled Niitt, 
With fkill united, have confpir'd to twine. 
Yes, guide and guardian of thy country's caufe I 
Thy confcious heart (hall hail with jaft applauie 
'i^hc duteous mufe, whofe hafte officious brings 
Hcrblamelcfs offering to the fhrine of kings : 
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Tliy tongue, well tutorM inliiftoric lore. 
Can {pesk htr office, and her ufc of yore ; 
For fuch the tribute of ingenuous praife 
Her harp difpen^'d in Gttda'B golden ddjrs ; • 
Such were the palms, in ifles of old renown. 
She cuird to deck the guiltlefs monarch's crown ; 
When virtuous Pindar told, with Tiifcan gort 
How fcepter'd Hiero ftain'd Skilia's fliorc. 
Or to mild Theron's raptur'd eye difclos'd 
Bright vales where -fpirits of the brave repos'd : 
Yet ftill beneath the throne, unbrib'd, flie fate. 
The decent hand-maid, not the flave, of ilate t 
Pleas'd, in the radiance of the regal name. 
To blend the luftre of her country's' fame : 
For, taught like ours, fhe dar'd> with prudent prid^i, 
Obedience from dependence to divide : 
Tho' princes claim'd her tributary lays. 
With truth fevere (he temper'd partial pfaife ; 
Confcious (he kept her native dignity. 
Bold As her flights, and as her numbers free. 
And fure if e'er the mufe induig'd hier ftrains. 
With juft regard, to grace heroic reigns> 
Where could her glance a theme of triumph owr 
So dear to fame, as George's trophied throne f 
At whofe firm bafe, thy ftedM foul afpires 
To wake a mighty nation's antient fires : 



Afpires 
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J^fpires to-baffle fawn's ipedoiis claim, 
Koufe England's rng^ and give her thunder aim : 
Once more the main her conquering banners fweep» 
Again her commerce darkens all the deep* 
Thy fix*d reibhre renews each fidr decree 
That made, that kept of yore, thy country fi«e* 
Call'd by thy voice, nor deaf to war's alarms^ 
Its willing youth the rural empire arms : 
Again the lords of AlUon's cultttr'd plains 
March the firm leaders of their faithful fwains | 
As eril flout archers, from the farm or f^ld^ 
Plam'd in the van of many a baron bold« 
Nor thine the pomp of indolent debate. 
The war of words, the fophiftries of ftate : 
Nor frigid caution checks thy free deiign. 
Nor ftops thy &ream of eloquence divine : 
For thine the privilege, on few beftow'd^ 
To feel, to think, to fpeak for public good. 
In vain corruption calls her venal tribes. 
One common cauie one common end prefcribes x 
Nor fear nor fraud or fpares or fcreens the foe. 
But fpirit prompts, and valour ftrikes the blow^ 
O Pitt, while honour points thy liberal plan. 
And o'er the minifter exalts the man, 
Ifis cogenial greets thy faithful fway. 
Nor fcorns to bid a flatefinan grace her lay ; 



For 
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For fcience (till is jafUy fond to blend. 
With thine, her practice, principles, and end. 
'Tis not for her, by falfe connexions drawn. 
At iplendid flavery's fordid fhrine to fawit ; 
Each native effort of the feeling breaft 
To friends, to foes, in fervile fear, fupprefB : 
'Tis not for her to purchafe, or purfae 
The phantom favours of the cringing crew : 
More ufeful toils her ftudious hours engage. 
And fairer leffons fill her fpotlefs page : 
Beneath agibition, biit above dilgrace. 
With nobler arts fhe forms the rifing race : 
With happier tafks, and lefs refin'd pretence. 
In elder times, fhe woo'd munificence- 
To rear her arched roofs in regal guife. 
And lift her temples nearer to the ikies ; 
Princes and prelates ftretch'd the focial hand. 
To form, diffufe, and fix her high command ; 
From kings fhe claim'd, yet fcom'd to feek, the prize. 
From kings, like George, benignant, juil, andwifis* 
Lo, this her genuine lore! — Nor thou refuie 
This humble preient of no partial mufe 
From that calm bower, which nurs'd thy thoughtful 
In the pure precepts of Athenian truth : [youth 
Where firft the form of Britifh liberty 
Beam'd in full radiance on thy mufing eye ; 



That 
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lat form, whole mien fublimey with equal awe^ 

the fame fhade unblemifh'd Somers faw : 

lere once (for well Ihe lov'd the friendly grove, 

iiich every claflic grace had learn'd to rove) 

r whifpers wak'd fage Harrington to feign 

le bleflings of her vifionary reign ; . 

lat reign, which now no more, an empty theme> 

lorns philofophy's ideal dream, 

t crowns ^t lail, beneath a George's ibiile, 

full reality this favoured ifleu 
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ODE FOR THE NEW YEAR, 

MDCCIrXlII. 
Br W.r WHITEHEAD, ES<^ FOET LAUK.BAT* 

AT length th' imperious lord of war 
« Yields to tke fates their ebon car». 
And frowning quits his toil : 
Dafh'd from his hand the bleeding fpear 
Now deigns a happier form to wear> 

And peaceful turns the foil. 
Th' infatiate furies of his train. 
Revenge, and hate, and fell difdain. 

With heart of fteel, and eyes of fire. 
Who ftain the fword which honour draws. 
Who fully virtue's facred caufe, 

To Stygian depths retire. 
Unholy ihapes, and ihadows drear. 
The pallid family of fear. 
And rapine, Hill by ftri^ks purfued. 
And meagre famine's fqualid brood, 
Clofe the dire crew. — Ye eternal gates, difplay 
Your adamantine folds, and ihut them from the day* 

For lo, in yonder pregnant ikies. 
On billowy clouds the goddefs lies^ 

mofc 
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Whofe prefence htesLtkes delight ! 
Whofc power th' obfequioQs feafons ownr 
And winter lofes half liis frowns 

And half her fliades the night ; 
Soft-fmiling Peace^ whom Venus bore. 
When, tutor'd by th' enchanting lore 

Of Maift's blooming fon. 
She footh'd the fynod of the gods. 
Drove difcord from die blefi abodes^ 

And Jove rcfum'd his throne ; 
Th' attendant graces gird her round» 
And fportive Eafe, with locks unbound* 
And every mufe to leiibre born. 
And Plenty with her twiftcd honr. 
While changeful Commerce fpreads her loofenM fails^ 
Blow, as ye llfl, ya winds r the reign of Peace prevails. 

And fee, to grace that milder reign. 
Sweet Innocence adorns the train. 
And deigns a human frame to wear. 
In form and features Albion's heir, 
A future George '.—Propitious powers. 

Ye delegates of heaven's high king, 
Who guide the years, the days, the hours. 

That float on time's progreflive wing. 
Exert your influence, bid us know 
From parent worth what virtues flow I 



Be 
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Be to lefs Happy realms relign'd 

The warrior's unrelenting rage. 
We aflt not kings of hero-kind. 

The ftorms, and earthquakes of their age. 
To us be nobler bleilings given : 
O teach us, delegates of heaven. 
What mightier blifs from union fprings ! 
Future fubjeds, future kings. 
Shall blefs the fair example (hown. 
And horn our charader tranfcribe their own, 
A people, zealous to obey 
A monarch, whofe parental Cwzy 

Defpifes regal art, 
His (hield, the laws which guard the land« 
His fword, each Briton's eager hand. 

His throne, each Briton's heart* 



t: 
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TJiE MAN OF SORROW. 

AH ! what avails the lengthening mead» 
By nature's kindeft bounty fprcad 
Along the vale of flowers ! 
Ah ! what avails the darkening grove, 
•Or Philomers melodious love. 
That glads the midnight hours ! 

Por me (alas !) the god of day 
Ne'er glitters on the hawthorn fpray. 

Nor night her comfort brings* 
I have no pleafure in the rofc : 
For me no vernal beauty blows. 

Nor Philomela fings. 

See, how the fturdy peafants ftridc 
Adown yon hillock's verdant fide. 

In cheerful ignorance bleil I 
Alike to them the rofe or thorn. 
Alike arifes every morn. 

By gay contentment dreft. 

Content, fair daughter of the ikies. 
Or gives ipontaneous, or denies. 
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Her choice divinely free. 
She vifits oft the hamlet-cot. 
When want and forrow are the lot 

Of avance and me. 

But fee— or is it fancy's dream ? 
Methought ^'bright celeitial gleam- 

Shot fudden thro' the groves. 
Behold, behold^ in loofe array, 
Euphrofyne more bright than day. 

More mild than Paphian doves ! 

Welcome, oh ! welcome, pleafure's queen 
And fee, along the velvet green. 

The jocund train advance : 
With fcatter'd flowers they fill the air. 
The wood-nymph's dew-befpangled hair 

Plays in the fportive dance. 

Ah ! ' baneful grant of angry heaven. 
When to the feeling wretch is given 

A foul alive to joy ! 
Joys fly with every hour away. 
And leave th' unguarded heart a prey 

To cares, thM peace deflroy. 

And fee, with vifionary hafte, 
(Too toon the gay delufion paft) 



t 9* ] 



Reality remains ! 
Defpsur has (H^'d my c^^f&vt tbvit 
And horror drives without controul^ 

And flackens fUll the reins. 

Ten thoufand beauties round me throng. 
What beauties, fay, ye nymphs, belong 

To the diftempcr'd foul ? 
I fee the lawn of hideous dye» 
The towering elm nods mifery. 

With. groans the waters rbll. 

Ye gilded roofs, Palladian domes. 
Ye vivid tints of Pcrfia*s looms. 

Ye were for mifery made— — 
'Twas thus the man of forrow fpoke. 
His wayward ftep then penfive took 

Along th' unhallowM ihade. 
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THE MAN OF PLEASURE- 

YES, to the fages be it told. 
However great, or wife, orold,— - 
Fair pleafure's my purfuit ; 
For her I breathe the joyful day. 
For her thro* nature's wilds I ftrajt 
And cull the flowers and fruit. 

Sweep, fweep the lute's enchanting firings 
And all thy fweets lov'd luxury bring I 

To enjoy is to obey ;'* 
The heavenly mandate itill prevail. 
And let each unwife wretch bewail 
The dire, iiegJedled day. 

Ah ! gracelefs wretch ! to difobey. 
And devious quit the flowery way. 

And ilight the gods decree I 
Still, flill, ye gods, the bleflings fend ! 
If e'er my guilty hands offend, 

Indeed my heart is free. 

pleafure's ray fee nature ftiine. 
How dull, alas ! at wifdom's ftirine ! 
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« 'Tis folly to be wife 
Collufive term, poor vain pretence^ 
Enjoyment fore is real fenfe 

In philofophic eyes. 

I love the carol of the hound, 
Enraptur'd on the living: ground 

In dafhing ecftacy ; 
I love the aukward conifer's il:ride» 
The courfer that has been well-tried. 

And with him eager fly. 

And yes, I love, ye fneering wife ! — ^ 
Fair honour, fporning fliill at lies. 

As courting liberty ; 
Still hand in hand great nature gocH 
With joys to honour never foes. 

And all thofe joys are free. 

And welcome thrice to Britiih land. 
From Italy's voluptuous fh-and. 

Ye deftin'd men of art ; 
JBreathe on the thrilling meaning found. 
Each grace ihall flill be faithful found. 

At your admirer's heart. 

Avert, ye gods ! that curfe of foolsr 
The pride of theoretic rules ; 



[ 9f ] 



That dupery of fenfe : 
I ne'er refufe die proflfer'd joj, 
With every good— that can annoy--» 

Moil eafily difpenfe. 

I catch each rapture as it fiies» 
£ach happy lofs a gain fupplies» 

And boon ilill follows boon : 
The fmile of beauty gilds my day, 
Rcgardlefs of her ^wns I fb^y ; 

Thus thro' my hours I run ! 

But let me not for idk rhime, 
Negle£l, ungratefiily good old time : 

Dear watch ! thou art obey'd— 
'Twas thus the man of pkafure fpok^y 
His jovial ftep then carele& took 

To Celia-— or her maid. 
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THE BACCHANALIAN. 

Y£ fordid wretches ! chained to nile<» 
As alTes dull, and obftinAt^ as mules ; 
Whpfe minds ne'er knew one liberal thoughts 
Bzck to your.fneaking miierable cells ! 
Where narrowncfs of thinking dwells. 
With not one focial fenfe of feeling fraught* 

There free from tumult, free from ftrife. 
In filence doze^ nor fnuff the wick of life : 

But flowly let it wafte away, * 
While cunning prudence plauds the (aving fcheme^ 
Nor let its flame fo much as ieem 

To cad a gUmpfe of one eccentric ray. 

Give me the man Of blither foul, 

Whofe fpirits thro* an ampler channel roll ! 

Who, fpite of method's dtowfy plan. 
Will plunge alert into a fea of joy, 
And float on aftive fancy's buoy, 

And fnatch at fleeting pleafure, whilil: ha caa. 

See yonder feftive, jocund band ! 

A nedlar'd goblet gracing every hand : 

Mirth opes the ftorehoufe of the foul, 
And on ill-nature turns her poliih'd key ; 
Sullen the Demon limps away, 

Nor dares exert the funaion couxx^xi^ 
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Thither let me bend in halle. 
And embrace the bottle's waift. 
Charms Anacreontic prove^ 
Quaffing to the God of love. 
Brighter bluihes paint his 
And he looks a freiher grace. 
When with Bacchus he reclines,. 
Underneath his purple vines. 
Jiow the jolly, hunting fong,^ 
Emblematic, loud, and llrong. 
On attention's organ dwells. 
And the force of care di{pells» 
'Till the full-voic'd jburfting chonu 
Sets the fox and hounds before us. 
Sons of forrow I quit your beds, 
Seek the path which Bacchus treads r 
Drown your avaricious notions 
In the claret's lively potions : 
Mind not what the mifer fays ; 
Folly 'tis to earn his praife: 
Or his conlHtution fails. 
Or his avarice prevails, 
Elfe he'd laugh, and drink, and be 
Airy, tipfy, gay as we. 

W. 
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THE 

ADVENTURER AND THE TREASURE. 

A FABLE. 
BY MR. CHARLES D'ENIS* 

A Knight, we read (tho' authors clafh) 
Once fallicd forth adventures to explore ; 
Not as knight-errants did, in days of yore. 

With one fquire only, and no cafh ! 
Our hero, fo my author flngs. 

Was taught to lay down this pofition. 
That men and money were the things. 

On which depends an expedition. 
He therefore took of both, 'ds faid. 
And as along he chas'd for prey. 
To fuccour dames, and giants flay, 
Thefe words upon a rock engrav'd he read : 
*♦ Deep in the earth a treafure lies, 
" Hid from the light of day ; 
Whoe'er would gain the glorious prize, 
" Thro' me muft hew his way." 
Away to work they go 
With pick-axe and with crow : 
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What will not conftancy atchicve ? 
It foftens damfels hearts more hard by far 
Than marble^ flint, or diamonds are ; 

Tho* 'tis what fome folks can't conceive. 
And now the rock is pierc'd quite thro'. 

But yet the treafure's not the. nearer ; 

Knight-errants pay for things much dearer* 
For lo ! a precipice appears in view, 

Where 'twas infcrib'd upon a poll ; 

" The money lies on th' other coaft ; 

'* Which no adventurer can obtain, 

" 'Till this gulph's levell'd to a plain.** 

After much labour, and much coil. 

The gulph is fill'd, the plain is croft. 

'Twas time the adventures now were ended; 

For all the money was expended : 

But (till new obHacles arife ; 

A dragon guards the glorious prize. 

Which by the knight niuft be furmouHted • 

Before the treafure could be counted. 

I'll try, quoth he, what I can do ; 

My purfe is empty — that's too true : 

But I have all my courage left ; 

Of that no knight can be bereft : 

When honour calls, I am the man :' 

He (poke, and on the dragon ran* 

To paint each blow, and ftreaming.gaQiy 

From nofe and mouth the ilreams.U^at flafh, 

Demands 



r 99 I 



Demands the pen that did indite 
The aftions of la Mancha's knight : 
We'll fay then, after many a flalh, 
The dragon lay, as 'twas but meet, 
A breathlefs carcafe at his feet. 
Not that OUT hero came off clear ; 
The viftory coll him very dear : 
And many a wound left many a fear. 

The marks of honour, and th' jcifeds of war. 

At length the treafure's founds — they count it o'^; 
And what d'ye think was in the pur£b ? 
Penny for penny, Icls nor more. 
The very fum it had before ; 

And well it was no worfe : 
For when contending princes fight. 
For private pique, or public right ; 
Armies are rais'd, the fleets are mann'd — 
They combat both by fea and land. 
When, after many battles paft. 
Both tir'd with blows make peace at lafL 

What is it, after all, each nation gets ? 

Why — widows, taxes, wooden-legs, and debts. 
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THE 



CONQUEROR AND THE OLD WOMAN. 



In whom no other vice was found. 
If we dare name ambition fo, 
For fome doubt whether it be vice or no. 
I have not time at prefent to confute. 
So grant the queftion rather than difpute. 
This Sophi far and wide his conquefts fpread ; 

Full thirty crowns, or more. 
Were pil'd on his anointed head ; 

And yet v/ith eafe the weight he bore ; 
For 'twas his great, and chief delight. 

To break the yoke his vanquifti'd fubjefts wore. 
And make their burden light. 

Attentive to the voice of the diftrefs'd, 
Juftice and virtue flourifh'd in his reign : 
When, from the confines of his vaft domain, 

A good old woman, who had been opprefs'd. 

Came 
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BY THE SAME. 
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Came to the footftool of Lis throne. 

To have her grievances redrefs'd ; 
And thus in piteous tragic tone. 

His majefty addi-efs'd : 
*< Encourag'd by your fame, I come from far ; 
<' Sir, you're our.king by right of war; 
" By right of fubjeft I for juftice fue : 
" I claim it ; and you'll grant it; 'tis my due. 

My daughter ravifh'd, and my hoiife defbroy'd 
"And all by one whom you employed 

To a^ the king, in place of you." 
" I doubt not but all this is true. 

The confcious prince replied^ 

But fo far off, what can I do ? 

To make my people happy, is my priae ; 

" And yet I cannot every-where refide. 
** The fun, which all the world furrounds, 
** Shines and enlivens but to certain bounds j 
** The reft are dark and coid.** 

That's, argued ill, if 1 may be fo bold. 

Returned the matron to the fovereign, 

'Twas weak to grafp at what you cannot hold, 

** And conquer more than you can govern.'* 
While o'er the fea of life we take our trip. 

Kings are by heaven commiffion'd to comraalKi; 
Captains, not owners of the (hip, 

'Tis theirs to fteer the people fafe to land : ' 
And when the bark with prudence they CQ^kN^'^> 
row with pleafure, and vaxYi igf\.^<t - 
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PEACE, A F A B L p. 



Mongft the gods a conteft rofe». 



When on the banks where Simois flows^ 
As Homer fings in tknes of yore, 

From word» their godfhips came to blows) 
When Jupiter aloud exclaim'd, 

Where's Peace ? are ye not aU aihamMy 
" Thus to expofe youvfelves again, 
** And be the laughing-flock of men P* 
Then ilevnly look'd the heavens avound f 
But Peace was no-where to be found. . 

Hafte^ Mercury, thy wings prepare, 
" Fly down to earth, and (eek her there.*' 
The god his father's fiunmons quick obeys^ 
Arrives : and firft the court fiirveys. 

Politenefs lives among the great, 
^< And Peace, no doubt, has there a feat: 

Such complaifance fmiles in each face. 
Peace needs muft bafk in every heart. 
But here the godmiHook the cafe ; 

The maik remov'd, 'twas fraud, 'twas art : 
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All ready to receive commaiKis, 
Embracing, feigning, fqueezing hands ; 
As fair, and yet as foul as fin. 
All peace without, all war within. 
He next to Themis* bench his fteps inclined ; 
. Not that he thought within the hall, 

Amidft the lawyer's brawl,. 
The heaven-born fair to find :. 

He turn'd his eyes to that tremendous feat. 
Where juftice fits with awful air. 

In ftern majeftic Hate : 
But Peace in vain he lookM for there. 
Not even great Hardwicky he whofc guardian carc» 

Proteft the orphan from the harpy's claws, 
Whofe heart, as well as hand, the ballance bears. 

Can quell the clamorous jarring of the laws. 
For law, like Janus, has a double fece. 
And either lliows, according to the cafe : 
For, as you find it fuits yoa better. 
You take the fenfe, and leave the letter ; 
Or, vice verfa, with as good pretence. 
The letter take, and leave the fenfe : 
The God was glad to get from hence. 

And to the temples now he goes,. 
Where, far from all the bufy cares of Hfe^ 

The holy priefts ihould tafte repofe, 
Free from ambition, noife, and flrifc- 
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3ut lo ! inflead of harmony divine. 

Beneath religion's facred veil, 

*Twas intereft, guilt, miftakcn zeal ; 
All iide in parties, and in feds combine. 
Some for their idol, others for their fhrine ; ' 
And curfe, and damn, and plungein brother's blood. 
For what perhaps few underfiood. 

And now Jove's meiTenger direds his way 
To thofe fam'd domes clofe by where Ifis glides. 

Where Alma Mater bears the fway. 

And all the mufes iportand play. 
And little do' beiides : 
Peace might with learning dwell, tho* not with wit; 
But here again the god was bit. 
Pride, feftion, jealoufy, and fpite. 

Were centred there as in a fort ; 

Not for each other to fupport. 
But what is ilrange ! to fight. 
Hence pamphleteers, and daily writers. 
Some bare-foc'd liars, fome back-biters. 
And all the mercenary fet, 
That write to live on what they get. 
Not that I fay there's any fhame 
To write for bread, as well as fame : 
But oh ! beware, nor proftitute an art, 
Defign'd to Qiend, and Dot cprrupt. the. heart. 
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Now into private life the god defcends^; 

And firft he views the marriage ftate, 
Alas I where feldom Peace attends ; 

For two that lov^ th«re's-<tea»that hate : 
Here hulbands nominal, there maiden wives. 
Who fue- for a divorce. 
Of courfe; 

And fome. who plague each other all their lives, - 

Relations more or lefs divided. 

According as by intereft guided. 
Ungrateful children, parents too fevere— • 
In Ihort, 'twas difcord every-wherc. 
** I've made, quoth Mercury, a fine look out; 
*< To father Jove what meflage fliall I bring f^* . 

So faid, he turn'd about, 
And back to heaven prepar'd to wing. 

When, as he caft his eyes around^ 
Clofe by a hermit's cell, he fpied 

The beauteous fugitive, with olive crown 'd. 
And Contemplation by her fide. 

*< Oh ! oh ! fair maid, at laft you're found;"— 
** Yes, Peace replied, 'tis here I dwell, 
" Within this hermit's tranquil cell.'* 
For gods, as well as men, muft own 
Who'd quiet live, muft live alone ; 
Nor happy then, tmlefs he find 
Within himfelf fweet Peace of .mind. 
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MERCVRY AND THE SHADES. 

TO Ml»9 H— . BY THE SAME. 

CHaming Annetta^ bu^ that I'm forbid. 
Fain would I grace thefe fables with your name ; 
But in each praife I fure may echo fame^ 

And then you're finely hid. 
Yet hold : nor let the bluflies rife. 
Nor anger fparkle in thofe eyes 

Where Love has fixt his throne. 
But wherefore do I pardon aik ? 
Remember you impos'd the talk ; 

This fable is your own. 
The meflengcr of Jove, as 'twas his poft. 
Led to the Stygian coail. 

Four ihades departed from this life ; 
A i^iaiden fair, juH going to be married ; 

A good man torn fi^om children, and ftpm^wifcy 
A general that ne'er in fight mifcarried j 
And, to complete the motly crew, 
A poet, who had bid the ftage adieu. 
Alas ! the virgin (hade then cry'd. 

Where is, al| where ! my lover now ? 
I'm fure with me he would have died. 
Had he but known the manner how : 
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For when alive, on love relying. 
He clalp*d me to his tender breaft. 

And talk'd of nothing elfe but dying ; 
Now I am gone, where can he reft 

If death flies not to his relief, 

'Tis plain one cannot die of grief* 

And next the married man 

His piteoiis tale began : 
Ah me I 
Said he. 

What iighs are fetched I what tears are ihed 1 
Since I am number*d with the dead ; 

Oh did they but regret me lefs ! 
My loving and beloved wife. 
My children dearer far than life>. 

My only forrow, I confefs. 

Is to refleft on their diilrefs. 
What fjgnifies your petty private fmart ? 

Then fpoke the hero with a frown ; 
The public feels my lofs in every hearty 

And with their tears write my renown^ 
Each in the general woe aiTumes a part ; 
Whilft RoubiUac employs his art 

To raife himfelf, and to tranfmit me down« 
With weak materials, faid the bard. 

You build your future fame : 
No doubt but bronze is very hard>^ 

And marble much the fame. 
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Yet marble moulders, biafs decays ; 
There's nothing but the poet's lays 
Can fix the hero's name. 

Had Homer never wrote, 
Achilles rtever had been known ; 
And as our brother Voltaire fays, 
Marlbro' will live in Addifon, 
When Blenheim and the pillar's g(me« 

I don't prefume myfelf to quote ; 
Tho' to be fure moft folks muft own, 
Amongfl the beft I was of note. 
The god could not forbear to fmile. 

To hear their confcious prate. 
And fo indulg'd them for a while. 
Each in his fond conceit. 
But being near th' infernal gate, " 
He wav'd his wand aloft in air. 
And firft befpoke the maiden fair. 
For you, fweet (hade, that think your lover dying. 
Already in his arms another iscomplying* 
And thou, poor fool, uxorious ghoft» 
What haft thou to regret or boaft ? 
Thy wife and heirs are gone to law. 
For in thy will was found a flaw} 
Intent on nothing but thy ftore,' '* 
They count, recount it o'er ail^|Pf£r, 
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And you, my noble man of might. 
So fjun'd for fpoils, fo great in fight, 
Once gone, you are of no import ; 
Another has your place at court. 

Much greater far than all that went before* 

You was, as^ one may fay. 

Like him the hero of a day. 

Like you when fnatch'd away. 
His feats and name will be no more. 
You, mafler poet, thank, the doftor*s pill^ 
• That fav'd you from the public feoff: 
You was a going feft down hill ; 

'Twas high time to leave off. 
All think themfelves of more importance far. 
Than really what they are. 
We every day experience what we dread ; 
Forgot when abfent, as forgot when dead. 
None thought of us before that we had breathy . 
And few will be remember'd after death ; 
Except thofe few who live to fame, 
Death and oblivion are the fame. 
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THE CONNOISSEURS. A FABLE. 

BY THE SAME. 
TO M R. H AY M AK« 

POcts and painters ilock together. 
In fancy's flighty birds of a feather. 
Then tell me, Hs^man, brother in Apollo, 
That god of whinv, whom you and I both follow; 
Is not our cafe, who paint or wHte, 

In all refpeds the fame ? 
Arraigned by ignorante^ and judged by Q>ite» 

Dubious of praife, but fure of bUme. 
In ev»ery other fcience, great or fmidl, 

A jury's call'd of the fame art and knowledge ; 
The furgcon is examin'd at the hail. 

The dodor at the college ; 
But thofe who ufe the pencil, and the pen. 
Submit their works to all degrees of men. 
The fcrivener's clerk, the boy who fweeps the ihop. 
The fqueamiih beau, the mawkifh fbp. 

And thoufands more befide. 
Of equal judgment, fenfe, and fpirit, 

Condemn, approve, decide, 
And fix the ftandard of our merit. 
But if my friend will iiften to the talc. 
He'll find their fenteivce mt swithout appeal. 



A famous painter, one of thofe, 

Whofe pencil was to nature trad, 
A Hogarth you'll fuppofc. 

But 1 fuppofe 'tis you ; 
No matter which— one of the two 

A portrait undertook to draw .: 
Three fittings o'er. 
Perhaps fome more.; 

'Genius as yet is not confin'd by law- 
*Tis done ; the pidure is expos'd to view. 
Friends come to judge, as ufual, in fuch cafe: 
What 1 don't you know the face ? 
Not I indeed ; do you ? 

^Tis mine, replied the man who fat : 
Impoflible i here^s neither grace nor air. 
Why this is brown, and you arc fair ; 

I never faw a piece fo flat. 
Befides the mouth is all alkew.: 

And then fuch fhades ! and then .fuch light ! 
Pray wipe it out, begin a-new ; 

For as it ftands 'tis quite a fright. 
Our artift pleads his caufe in vain— 
He needs muft paint it o'er again. 
And now they cry out ten times more. 
Why this is worfe than that before : 
If you would have your portraits take. 

Give us refemblances that fhike ; 
That feem to think, and want to {peaki 



t "« 1 



ARubenSy Titian, or Vandyke;: 

But as for this,vtkere^s not one feature like. 

The Virtuofi gone, the painter iaid, 

I -have a thought, that's juft come in my head, 

T'expofe thtfe learned friends of yours ; 

Who, under name of connoiileurs. 
Of ibokes and touches, flile and manner, chatter: 

But be fo kind to join with me^. 

And you to-morrow mom fhall fee. 
How much they .know about the matter. 
Nextcday the pidure was fet forth to fight» 
At proper diftance, and in proper light ; 

Juft as between them 'twas agreed. 
And now the learned meet to ipeak theiiF mind ; 
But (till, they can't the leaft refemblance.find ; 

*Twas not their friend— not him indeed— 
•* That's very ftrange, the portrait made reply. 

Why, gentlemen J 'tis I myfelf, 'tis 1." 

FoiTiin* the cloth a hole was cut. 
Thro' which our man his real face Jhad put. 

To give thefe connoifleurs the lie. 
Then are there none, whofe judgment fix the teft? 

With tafte and true difcernment bleft, • 
Whofe very psaife rewards the artift's toil ? 
O yes, no : doubt there are-: 
Sometimes, tho' very rare. 
You'll find a Chellerfield, or meet a Boyle. 

TRUTH 
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LOVE ELEGY. 

Nec lacrymis cnidelis amor, nec gramlna rivis, 

Nec cytifo fatarantur apes, nec fronde capells. Virg. 

THE dewy monvher faiFron mantle fpreads 
High o'er the brow of yonder caflem hill i. 
Each blooming Ihrub a rofeate fragrance fheds. 
While the briflt fky-lark fings his carol fhrill. 

Now, where the willows to the rivulet bend, 
That winds its channel thro' the verdant meadj 

ril o'er the turf my waining form extend. 
And reft on fedges dank my anxious head. 

Not all the fweets that fcent the morning air. 
Not all the flowers that paint the vernal year. 

Can eafe my bofom of its weighty care. 
Or teach my eyes to ftop the falling tear. 

In vain the ftream o'er pcbbfes glides along. 
And murmurs, fweetly-hilling, as it flows ; 

In vain the ftock-dove chants the gurgling fong. 
Inviting flumbers foft, and kind repcfe. 
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The crud pangs of fierce defire I prove. 
And think with tranfport on my abfent fair 

Ah ! mournful ftate, to fcorch in flames of love, 
Amidft the chilling frofls of fad defpair. 

'Tis not my Delia*s fcqm, my Delia's pride. 
That finks my hopes in everlafting night ; 

No charms to her the lavifli gods denied. 

Who form'd her perfeft, as they fonn'd her bright. 

But, ah ! the Influence of fome baneful ftar. 

Which frowiVd malignant on my haplefs birth, 

Has to my wiflies plac'd an envious bar, 
Superior to the ftrongeft power on earth. 

If crouding myriads, arm'd for deadly war. 
Held from my longing eyes my bofom's queen; 

And kept her deep in gloomy caves afar. 

While mountains rofe, and oceans flow'd between $ 

I might not force thro' fpears and fwords my way, 
I might not reach fecure the difl:ant fliore ; 

Yet, urg'd by Venus, I'd provoke the fray. 
Or perifh bravely in the tumuk's roar. 

When fell ambition drives us to the plain, 

Difmay'd by fear the doubting fquadrons move ; 
But I alike (hould ccnam i^Y^^^wx^ ^^\tv^ 
To fall, or conquer for t!tie m^^i^lVsM^ 
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Curs'd be the wretch, who firll, with impious hand,. 

Taught fervile error o'er the world to roll ; 
This chafes freedom from each groaning land, 

This warps (ah, fad effed !) my Delia's foul. 

But fay, fhall love, which, bouhdlefs as the wind. 
On youthful pinions every region tries. 

And mocks even virtue's didbtes, be confin'd 
By fuperftition's ever-galling ties ? 

Ye fairy forms of gay delufion, hence ! 

Your flattering vifions but increafe my fmart ; 
I'll hear the facred voice of manly fenfe. 

And quell my paflion, the' I break my heart. 

How frail my vows ! my fix'd refblves how vain i 
No daring arm the power of love can brave. 

One thought of Delia wounds my peace again. 
Renews my woes, and binds me more her (lave. 
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VERSES, 

OCCASIOMED BT THE DEATH OP M&t. OLDF1ELD. 

WHen greatnefs claims, or merit giYCs 
A more difdngoiih'd tomb, 
St. Peter's Ihrine the corfe receives 
BeneatK its awfbl dome. 

There kings in ftately marble fleep. 

And into daft return. 
While emblematic virtues weep 

Around the lofty urn. 

Profufivc of expence and art. 

Their labour might be fav'd : 
Ufefnl for them, if on their heart 

Thcfe virtues were engraved. 

Lo ! there Infcrib'd the warrior's praiie» 

The fife and laurel-wreath ! 
While Death, more juftly crown'd with bays. 

Grins horribly beneath. 

There flatefmen lie, cmblazon'd forth 

With virtues, not their own ; 
And, Walpole, there perhaps thy worth 

May poflhamous be known* 
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In vain, fecure of deathlefs praife. 

There poets afhes come. 
Since obfolete grows Chaucer's phrafe. 

And moulders with his tomb. 

Left too in death thy pleaiant vein. 

And humour ihould be loft, 
O Rare Ben Johnfon, there is fees 

Thy tragi-comic buft. 

Let Dryden's ftatue, there enfhrin'd. 

Of pureft marble ftand ; 
Whofe wit, to virtue if confin'd. 

Might one of gold -demand 4 

There Congreve too, confign'd to fame^ 

With envied luftre fliine ; 
Yet who the Fair's refpedl can blame 

To mufe as chaftc as thine i 

In vain the monuments we raife 

To future ages live. 
Nor fond refpcft, nor venal praife. 

Can confcious virtue give. 

When God our fcatter'd duft lhall call. 

And refcue us from death. 
Will virtue then or ftand or fall. 

On famei, or vulgar breath ? 
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Tho', Oldficld, even in death thy fate 

Continue ftill the fcene. 
Left thou fhonldft feem to mimic death. 

And adt, not be a queen, 

Pageants, and borrow'd pomp, difplay 
(Where Albion's monarchs lie) 

Thy fancied worth ; till the laft day 
Thy real merit try. 

For ading of another's part 
Thy praife may now be known ; 

But then more comfort 'twill impart 
T' have afted well thy own. 
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ON THE OLD BUST, 

WITH A SOUR AIR, ON MR. DRYDEN's MONU- 
MENT, IN WESTMINSTER-ABBEY. 

AT Dry den's tomb,infcrib'd withSh — d's name. 
That mite, flow ofFer'd to eftablifh'd fame ! 
Fill'd with raw wonder. Tyro ftopt to gaze ; 
And blefs*d his bounteous Grace, in kind amaze ; 
The guardian genius, from the facred duU, 
Re-kindling upwards, wak'd the quickening buft. 
Glowing from every awful feature — broke 
Difdainful life— and thus the marble fpoke : 
" Teach thy blind love of honcfty to fee,— • 
" 'Tis not my monument, — tho' built on me. 
" Great peers, 'tis known, can in oblivion lie ; 
" But no great poet has the power to die. 

At cheap expence, behold engrafted fame ! 
" The tack'd aflbciateof a buoyant name. 

The pompous craft one lucky lord lliall fave; 
" And Sh — d borrow life from Dryden's grave.'* 
'Twas faid — and, ere the fliort fenfation died. 
The ftiffening marble writh'd its form afide : 
Back from the titled wafte of mouldering ftatc 
He turn'd — negledlful of the court, too late I 
And, fadly conft^ous of mifpointed praife. 
Frowns thro' the ftone, and fhrlnks b&tL<^x3cLVcb3^W\%« 
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ON THE BIRTH - DAY 



WRITTEN BY A TOUNG GENTLEMAH, WHEN. 
AT SCHOOL. 

IT^Riend to my life, and parent of my youth. 



jL? Accept with kindnefs, what I give with truths 
Accept ! and know it undifguis'd by art, 
Th' o'erflowing fullnefs of a grateful heart. 

While joy returns with this returning mom. 
And thoufands blefs the day that Poyntz was born. 
Shall I alone no pious wifhes fend, 
Forget the patron, and negleft the friend ? 
No;— tho' my mind no coftly prefent prove. 
Exalt my joy, and dignify my love. 
Yet cheerful truth fliall aid the mufe to pay 
The filent tribute of an humble lay ; 
Yet gratitude, that heaven-direfted fire. 
That mufe fhall raife, that humble lay infpire. 
Glow in each thought, infpirit every line. 
And, while it warms my breaft, enliven thine. 
Say, Poyntz, when, fmiling on thy natal hour. 
Friend, neighbour ,c\iild,t3\t\x\^QNx^\>l«ffiL\v^s pour; 



OF THE 



LATE STEPHEN POYNTZ, ES<^ 
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Whem lovcy unvex'd by troubles, or hj aaes. 
Hails thy fair feries of revolving years> 
Does not more real blifs thy thoughts employ ? 
Does not thy fwelling heart dilate with joy ? 
Superior joy, to know thofe years were ipent 
With eafe and virtue, affluence and content ? 
Yes, confcious honour, with true greatnefs join'd. 
Smiles in thy face, and glows within thy mind ; 
In vain, unmov'd by falfe deluding pride. 
The modeft breaft would its own merits hide ; 
Still, glorioufly conceal'd, true worth we fee 
Take double luftre from obfcurity. 

O ! could I live like thee, with equal fate. 
Politely good, and innocently great. 
Each noble ad, each generous thought, is thine ; 
Thofe afts, thofe thoughts, to imitate be mine. 
Come thou, my guide, philoibpher, and friend, 
Condudl, improve, protedl me, and defend ; 
Teach me, like thee, low fortune to defpife. 
Like thee, by virtue dignified, to rife j 
Thro' life's calm voyage happily to fteer. 
Gay, not prefuming, grave, yet not fevere. 
Together let us view the claffic page. 
The fophifl's moral, and the poet's rage, 
Purfue the calm advice, th' infpiring flame. 
Compare, and know their generous end the fame. 

O ! did my humble artlefs breaft but know 
The piercing judgment, or the adive flow ; 

K Sublime 



Sublime the mufe Ihoiild moont with fttoager 
Thy peaceful worth, thy glorious toils to fing : 
To thee» in loftier ilrains, the fong fhould ndfe. 
And with the friend's unite the patriot's praife. 
Even now» whilft grateful truths my breaft inAame, 
I dare to celebrate the glorious theme. 
And bold, the wilds of poetry explore 
Thro* devious tra^, and paths unknown before. 
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